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125 HE following Hymns are princi- 


pally intended for the Uſe of ſome 
Religious Societies; who truſt they 


are united toretber according to 
ur Saviour's Will, in the Strength of this 


Principle, 


He on the Croſs, our Lord and God ! &c, 
(Cee Page 246.) 


Ve and the Lamb's whole Company, &c. 
(Page 248.) 


This is indeed what we belicve; and the 

Reader will obſerve theſe two Points chiefly 
imd at, and running thro all the Hymns, 
iz, That Jeſus Chriſt is our Lord and 
10d ; and that thro' His Death, all the 
whole World may find Releaſe from all 


neir Sins, and endleſs Grace, 
IW: 


* — — — — 
> — — — > 
— DAG — — 


1 The PREFACE. 


e humbly thank our dear Redeemer, 
that be has ſent his Spirit into our Hearts, 
teſtifying of Him.“ Mie are ſure Fleſh 
and Blizd have not reveal d theſe Truths 
unto us; and we rejace to find, that it i 
Life to our Souls, to have the Son , and C O 
to believe on Him, and to perceive that tht 
FWrath of God doth not abide upon us. 

Our Brethren and Sifters who hav 
made theſe Hymns, are maſih) ſimple and 
unlearned People, who have torote then 
down at the Time, when the Matter: 
therein expreſs d werc lively to their Hearts, 
and therefere they are without Art, or t —— 
Niceties uſually expected in Poetry: Vit 
notwithſtanding to every Heart that knows, 
er deſires ta know Jeſus Chriſt, tue deu 
not but they will afferd ſome Satisfattinm : 
and Comfort of a much better Kind, 


S John xv. 26, + 2 John v. 12, 
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H! who is this appears to me 
With five wide gaping Wounds, 
His Body mark'd with Blows and Stripes, 
And Thorn his Fore-head crown; ? 
It is no Spirit to affright, 
And fill my Fleſh with Dread, 
No ' tis my Jeſus crucify'd, 
Who for my Sins thus bled. 


2 Appear before me evermore 
In this red mangled Hue! 
And follow me where'er | turn, 
Still cloſely me purſue, 
B Embr*ce 


2 Collection of Hymns. 


Embrace me faſt within Thy Arms, 
Thou Bridegroom of my Soul, 

And let thy Blood beſprinkle me 
From ey'ry pierced Hole. 


3 O bring my Heart to know thy Love 

In all that bitter Pain, 

Which wounded Thee, and bruis'd Thee 
My ſinful Soul to gain. | 

Sweet Jeſus, make me pow and meek, 
And let me nothing know, 

Bat that Thou haſt been crucify'd ; 
Thy Blood will keep me low ! 


II. 


7 Fter the Labours of Thy Life, 
Thou, Jeſu, on the Croſs did'ſt die 

Thou ſuf redſt much on our Behalf, 
And did'ſt Thou merit nought thereb 


Forbid that Thought! Thy Blood indeq 


Has purchas'd ev'ry Grace we need. 


2 We need not lie in Chains of Sin, 
In Fear and Darkneſs all our Days ; 
If but our Hearts have Thee within, 
Our Mouths can gladly ſound thy Pra ĩiſ 
Numbers of Slaves 'Thou haſt made free, þ 
For where Grace is, there's Liberty. 


3 There 
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Collection of Hymns. 3 
3 There's ſome ſtrange Virtue in Thy Death, 


Which may we daily more diſcern ; 
Something that can a new Lite breath 

Into the Soul, and make it burn: 
Thank him all ye who know indeed 

This Truth, that he did for you bleed 


You, who were Slaves of Sin before, 
The Saying chearfully repeat : 
* 'Thou, Lord, for Love of us haſt bore 
Contempt and Pain, and bloody Sweat; 
O Our Souls from Sin and Hell to free, 
And win our Hearts to follow Thee! 


III. 


LL Glory be to God on high! 
Ye Sons of Alam fill the Sky 
With Praiſe and Thankfulneſs : 
di} God from an everlaſting Love, 
Decreed with his dear Son above, 


eb A ſinful World to bleſs. 


deÞ Stand ſtill and ſee what God hath done; 
He had but one beloved Son, 
And him He freely gave: 
For whom was this? but for a Race 
Of curſed Sinners, vile and baſle ; 
fit Yet All He came to fave. 


e, ; All Glory to th' Eternal Son, 
That He moſt freely did put on 
ere] Our Fleſh and Miſery : | 
B 2 That 


ce 
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That He our God, a Min was made, For 
And bore our Curſe, our Ranſom paid, 


By bleeding on the Tree: _ 
4 Ie as a poor mean Child was born, 

is Birth no Palace did adorn, 3 The: 
A Manger was his Bed: Ot 
Look, Look upon this riſing Sun, Our 
Til! Tears of Love the Eyes o'errun, O 
This Babe is Chriſt our Head. JEM 
And 
IV. 7 
From the German, 4 Then 
. = T} 
„ N? 1129, So wi 
WI 
1 ND 3s it then our happy Lot, Whic 
T' exalt Thee, ſlaughter'd Lamb! WI 
Who art Thou? who can well deſcribe Gain 
Thy great and glorious Name? An 

And who are we, that we ſhould take 
This mighty Task in hand ? 5 Than! 
We all fo iinfal, baſe and vile: WI 
Sure we muſt bluſhing ſtand, F 911 al 
01 
2 And this indeed will come to paſs, Whoſe 
When we diſcern aright, | Wh 
That none can find a ſtedfaſt Ground Elſe w 
In their own fancied Height : Thy 


For 
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For hence the Spring of real Joy, 
When we believe this true; 

That none but Worms, but Grains of Duſt 
Can pay him Honour due. 


3 There haſt thou us, moſt gracious ing 

Our Heart's to Thee fait bound ; 

Our Knowledge yet extends not far, 
O grant us deeper Ground : 

That each Beholder may with Eaſe 
Thy Likeneſs in us trace, 

And throughout all our Lives diſcern, 
That we are led by Grace. 


4 Then, as thy Pleaſure is, exalt 
Thyſelf before our Eyes; 
So will the precious Word of Life, 
Which we ſo highly prize, 
Which many thouſand Hearts inflames, 
Which 1s the Sinners Peace, 
Gain deeper footing in the World ; 
And yield a ſtrong Increaſe. 


5 Thanks for thy ſacred precious Blood 
Which now ſo freely ſtreams ; 
For all is lifeleſs, dead and cold, 
However good it ſeems, 
Whoſe Virtue is not hence deriv'd; 
Which takes not hence its Riſe ; 
Elfe wherefore was Thy Blood puur'd out, 


Thy Blood of ſo great Price ? 
Por B 3 6 But 
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6 But when out of Thy op'ning Wounds, — 
Grace iſſues ſtrong and clear, 0 
It kindles in the Heart a Flame, | 
And cauſes Feeling there : 
There's ſomewhat in it ſoft and mild, 
Yet full of Pow'r and Might ; 
Something that ſinks exceeding deep, 
But active Day and Night. 


7 So are we properly prepar'd 

To follow each Command ; 

To execute Thy utmoſt Aim, 
And in Thy Preſence ſtand, 

As Veſſels willing to be us'd ; . 
W hich in Thy Work delight, 

- Wherein Truth's Off rings ſmoke ard burn, 

As Incenſe, Day and Night. 


$ Hereto we chearful ſay Amen / 
This Truth is moſt avow'd, 
T hat we in Spirit, Body, Soul, 
Are bound to ſerve that Gop, 
Who touch'd, and drew, and woo'd ou: 
| Hearts, | 
And conquer'd us by Love; 
To him we have engag'd ourſelves, 
O may we faithful prove ! 


. 
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0 V. 


I Riſe, my Soul, ariſe, and fing 
The Mercy of thy glorious King, 
Spread forth the Riches of his Grace, 
His tender Love to Rebels baſe. 


2 Hear what I ſay, and mark me well, 
And learn this Myſtery I tell, 
A Sinner I, and void of Good, 
Yet reconcil'd by Jeſu's Blood : 


3 For Righteouſneſs I know of none, 
But what as Sinners we put on ; 
un The Gift is free and ſure to all 
That will but come at Jeſu's Call. 


4 Then let him never ſay to thee, | 
For Life thou would ſt not come to me; 
Seek not to climb ſome other Way, 

From Jeſu's Blood don't run aſtray, 


OF Do not excuſe yourſelf, and ſay, 
* | am not Good enough to Day, 
] muſt repent, more Holy be, 
„ Before God will accept of me. 


6 * dare not truſt in Jeſu's Blood, 
And that allow for Peace with God, 
VI I muſt have Works to prove my Faith, 


« Hear what the Law on this Point _—_ 
7 
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O deareſt Fellow Sinner hear, 

To Jeſu's Blood I pray draw near, 
There fit in ſilence, meditate 

On all his Agony and Sweat. 


8 Think who it was that ſuffer*d this! 
The Father calls, My Son now kits, 
« Leſt he be angry for your Pride, 
« He for your Sins has ſatisfy'd. 


9 Look on that bloody ſtreaming Flood, 
Seek there your Souls eternal Good, 
Behold thoſe Wounds ſtand open wide, 

That Sinners all may freely hide. 


10 To him that works not, but believes 
On him, who Sinners vile relieves, 


His Faith receives a Righteouſneſs, 
A Blood-beſprinkled Wedding-Drefs. 


11 Look back upon the Paſchal Lamb, 
Which kept the Seed of Abraham 
From the Deſtroyer, by his Blood 
Sprinkled upon the Poſts of Wood : 


12 And ſhall the holy Lamb of God, 
Shall his divine and facred Blood 
Re leſs effectual, have leſs Pow'r 
In Judgment's ſolemn ſearching Hour ? 


13 O precious, precious, precious Blood, 
The only Holineſs that's Good ! - 
Still drop, and flow, and cover me 
A curled Sinner without Thee, 


14 0 


| 
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14 O ye who reas'ning thus have ſtood, 
Without true Faith in Jeſu's Blood, 
Look on me, once ſick, black as Hell, 


With Jeſu's Blood made white and well. 


1: Tis true, that Blood you cannot fee, 
(There lies true Faith's great Myſtery) 
Vou only ſce a Sinner poor, 

And not that Blood which covers o'er. 


16 You hear me pant and beg for Grace, 
And own my Nature vile and baſe, 
Yet that I am a Child of God, 

And ſweetly reſt in Jeſu's Blood. 


17 No Cendemnation reaches thoſe 


Whom Jeſu's bleeding Wounds incloſe, 


They Shelter find in all Diſtreſs, 
And wear the Saviour's Righteouſneſs, 


18 I that true Happineſs do know, 
Which Jeſus only can beſtow ; 
I know for me the Lamb was ſhin, 


His Rlood-bought Sinner I remain, 


I 
VI. | 
Riſe ye, who are Captive led, | F 
Complain no mere, for Chriſt our Head | | 
From ev'ry Sin relieves ; n 


Redemption he'll to none deny, 
His precious Name is Jeſus : Why? 
He ſaves whoe'er believes. 


2 When 


9 | 
1 | 
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2 When Floods of Wrath divine aroſe, Thi 
When Heav'n and Earth, and Hell were Foes, Anc 
My Jeſus prov'd a Friend ; 8 

His bleeding Wounds a ſhelt'ring Place, 7 The 

A Refuge ſure in my Diſgrace, Wil 
His Blood from Vengeance ſcreen'd. B 

3 For All the Holy One made Sin, The 
Nail'd to the Croſs my Soul to win, And 
His Blood He freely ſpilt; F 
Ard now his Righteouſneſs divine, 8 His 
Imputed to my Faith is mine, Nev 
Removing Sin and Guilt. F 

4 Acquainted he with deepeſt Grief, Tho 
Our Sorrows bore, and as a Thief Yea 
Hung on th' accurſed Tree; T 

In him the faireſt Son of Men, 9 Jeho 
Nor Form, nor Comelineſs was ſeen : . 
O Depth of Myſtery ! In 

5 He kindly took cur Fleſh and Blood, Let 
Now without Hluſh his Brotherhood, The 
His Stock: and Kindred owns; * 

His God our God and Father is, ro Rei 
What glorious Privilege is this Wit 
To his redeemed Ones! A 

6 The Judge of all condemned was Your 
To Death, to gain our woful Cauſe, You 
The Prince of Life was ſlain : Et 


The 


es, 


A Collefion of Hymns. 11 


The Lord delighted in his Death, 
And would have every Soul by Faith 
Salvation to obtain. 


7 The Son, tho' on the Godhead's Throne, 


Will ne'er diſclaim His Fleſh and Bone, 
But like a tender Nurſe, ; 
The Sucklings feed with Breaſts of Love, 
And ſhow'r his Mercies from above, 
For he's the living Source. 


$ His Promiſes he cannot break, 
Never a helpleſs Soul forſake, 
For Life and Blood he pawn'd ; 
Tho' Storms and Waves with Fury beat, 
Yea ev'n in fi'ry Tryals Heat, 
The Rocks unſhaken ſtand. 


9 Jehovah's Strength with me abides, 
While Chriſt himſelf in me reſides, 
Immanuel, God with us : 
Let Satan roar, let Hell aſſail, 
The Bridegroom's Heart can never fail, 
The Serpent's Head He'll bruiſe. 


10 Rejoice, ye Heav'ns, and Earth reply, 
With Praiſe, ye Sinners, fill the Sky, | 
All Grace his Death procures : 
Your Woes with Bleflings are exchang'd, 
You in his Children's Order rang'd, 


Eternal Life is yours, 


2 


—_— 
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't2 A Collefiion of Hymns, 


VII, f 46 * 


[i Ttend, O Saviour, to dur Pray'r ! B 
All Things by Thy Appointment are Meh 


* Rulers and Laws are ſent by Thee, Fe 
Order and public Amity: 
The World O govern for the beſt! Ow 
Saviour of all be Thou confeit ! wo 
2 The Poor and Wretched always ſhare * 


Thy tender and peculiar Care: 
Thou who on Earth the Sick did'ſt heal, P WU 


And to the Poor Thy Grace reveal; A 
O comfort thro” the Faith of Thee hy 
All who are now in Miſery. * 

3 Look on the State of all our Minds; All 4 
Remove whate'er our Spirit blinds ; 11 Ne 
en 


Nearer and nearer draw us ſtill, N 
Teach all to know Thy Heart and Will; N 
Let Stubborneſs ſink down, and Pride 5 Alas 
In Love of Jeſus crucify'd. Ou 


4 Preſerve, by Thy moſt gracious Aid, Thi. 
Thoſe who have Thee their Refuge made 10 
Grant that in all Things free from Blame But h 
In Meekneſs they may praiſe Thy Name Fo 
Sweet Saviour, pitch ky Tent with Men] That 


Thy Kingdom come, Amen, Amen! He 
vil 


— 
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N VIII. 


Ehold the loving Son of God 
1 Stretch'd out epon the Tree, 
are Bchold him ſhedding forth his Blood 
For all of you and me, 


O what a Myſtery is this! 
The nail'd Immanuel view ! 

How hath He left his Realms of Bliſs 
To bleed for me and you! 


z Why is his Body rack'd with Pains, 
And wrung with keeneſt Smart, 
V/hy flows the Blood from out his Vein, 
Way torn with Grief his Heart! 


All Righteouſneſs did he fulfil, 
No Sin did ever know, 
Ilie never thought nor acted ill, 
ill; Why was He wounded ſo? 


5s Alas! I know the Reaſon wliy: 
Our num'rous Sins He bore, 
This caus'd his bitter Agony, 
This wounded: him ſo fore. 


nade | 
lame But hence our Confidence begins, 
[ame For we may boldly fay, 


Men] That thus by bearing all our Sins, 
| Le took them all away. 


VIII C 7 Oer 


— 
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7 Our God is fully reconcil'd, 
Our God is ſatisfy'd, Cool 


Each Sinner now may be his Child, By o 
Since Jeſus bled and dy'd. - We 
8 How highly God his Death did prize, 3 
No Sinner's Tongue can tell; No: 
It was a pleaſing Sacrifice, Lord 
How ſweetly did it ſmell? 
9 Come then, each needy Sinner, come, 2” 
If you'll accept, he'll give ; | 
But let him, and he'll lead you home, 1 
W hoever will may live. , B* 
. on We p: 
eu, 1 
Open | 
7 Ehold the Saviour of Mankind, Wh 
Patient and good, and meek of Mind Y Dart 
How on his Throne He now does grieve, To 
That ah! ſo few on Him believe. a 
2 The Work was finiſh'd long ago; 0 
Man is redeem'd from Sin and Woe; There 
Freedom there is, and Life and Peace; Wh 
When Jeſus dy'd, He purchas'd theſe. O'er-Y1 
3 Yet who among us lives by Faith ? To 
Who the true Peace and Sweetneſs.hath ? O be 
Who from. his Bondage is ſet free ? Th 


And who, O Jelu ! follows Thee? 
| 4 Ho 


— 


th? 


Collection of Hymns, 15 
4 How dark is all the World and dead, 


With this Deluſion over-ſpread ; 
Secking to be devout ard good 
By other Ways than Jeſu's Blood! 


5 We, all our Lives, where have we been? 


HJave we the Lord's Salvation ſeen ? 
No: For we ſought it nct this Way; 
Lord ! ſhew us the true Path to day. 


Py . 
' S. 0 * 


1 B 2 Saviour, Prince of Life, 


To us thy Spirit give; 
We pan: to hear that ſacred Vaice 
Which bids poor Sinners live. 
Open to us thoſe living Springe, 
Which from thy Wounds do flow; 
Dirt down thy biight refreſhing Beams, 
To us thy Goodneſs ſhew. 
'Tis Thy Deſire to ſave the Loft, 
To caſe them of their Pain; 
Therefore we come to Thee, bleſt Lamb, 
Who for our Sins waſt ſlain. 


f 


O*er-fiream our Souls with Tay rich Grace, 
To us reveal Thy Will; 

O be Thou our Immanuel, 
Thy Work in us fulfil. 


C 2 XI. 
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10 A Cullettion of Hy mms, 
AL 


loved Saviour, Sinners Friend, 


'Tho' Lord of Lords, th' Etern. af Goo! 


We are created by Thy Hand, 
Lea purchas'd by Thy Death and Blood; 
hoa never did'ſt deſpiſe the Poor; 

io Helpleis Thou wert always mild; 

i he work of Sinners wants no more 


han Thy Free. Grace, to be Thy Child. 


2 Jock then on us moſt graciouſly, 
(3 Thou cur High-Prieſt. and our Lamb! 
We won't regard our Muery, 
"ho" all our Hearts are fall of Shame; 
We won't be ſhy to call Thee in, 
Come in, dear Lord, and give us Peace; 
„Thou gai in'dſt our Hearts! by pard'ning dit 

and now we nought expect but Grace. 


3 Thou ſaw'ſt us once oppreſt with Fear, 
And ſaid'ſt to each, © Thou poor dear Chil 
* 455 here take my Grace, be of good c | 

Ve ſaw thy Face moſt kind and mild, 

— if we now not happy are, 
It grieves indeed thy loving Heart; 
Thou wou d'ſt thit ev'ry Hour we were 
Wichout all Fear and ſelf made Smart 


4 \ 


B* 


dince 


Aly. 


"Tis wi 
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Mad 


PS 
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And pray Thee, keep us ever free 
From all, whereby thy glorious Name 
Cannot ador'd and praiſed be: 

Let us Thy faithful Servants prove, 
Who ſerve thee not as fearful Slaves, 
No, but as Children, in whom Love 
The heartieſt Willingneſs ingraves. 


- Give us to praiſe Thee cy'ry Hour, 
In ev'ry Deed, and Word, and Thought, 
thou haſt deſerv'd all Praiſe and Pow'r, 
For by Thy Blood we all are bought. 
O let us henceforth feel Thy Fire! 
Stir, Lord, that we may active be! 
And ſince we live, let us deſire, 
To bring ſome Thouſands more to Thee. 


; LN XII. 


Lood of the venerable Lamb 
My Heart nought elſe can jay ; 


Since *tis by that, and only that 


My Sins are waſh'd away. 


'Tis with that Blood, that I am bought 
From Curſe, and Death, and Hell ; 
Tis with that B'ood Pam ſanctify'd, 
Made meet in Heaven to dwell. 
C 3 3 Then 


Collection of Hymns, 17 
4 We thank Thee for Thy Kindneſs, Lamb, 


18 A Collection of Hymns, 


3 Then what but Blood ſhould fill my Heart, 3 Se 


Since 'tis by Blood I live: C. 
Since 'tis a Gift the Father ſent, Ne 
When he his Son did give. Jet 

4 ' Twas by his Blood the Son me bought, 14 He 
For me Salvation-gain'd; He 

And not me only, but all Souls He 
Of ev'ry Age ard Land. Blo 

5 Then come, ye Sinners ! come and dip I Die 
In jeſu's precious Blood, Co 
will cleanſe from ſinful Leproſy, KK Ca 
And make all freſh and good. E'e: 

5 O! it, excecds Bethe/da far, | 6 Bre. 
And Jordi River's Stream, To 

And Si/2ams Pool, and all Things elle ; Ney 
Come gu, and you'l {/ be clean, Fait 

7 But, 

XIII. All | 

Yet 

Rethren, what is your Deſire? Ev'r 

After what do you aſpire ? 8 Whi 
Where do all your Labours tend ? 8 
To proclaim the Sinners Friend ? Wi 

2 Jeſus full of Truth and Grace, Of tl 


Jeſus Author of our Peace, 
Who has bought us at the Price 
Of his — our Sacrifice? 


3 Seen 


art, 


A 


Scem 
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3 Seems this Subject ever new? 
Can you give it Praiſes due ? 
Ne'er be weary to proclaim 
Jeſu's lovely glorious Name. 


4 Here alone my Hopes are built; 
He alone has bore my Guilt; 
He alone my Debt could pay, 
Blotting it by Blood away. 

Did it not to win my Heart 
Coſt him deep and bitter Smart? 
Can the Blood he ſhed for me 
E'er enough exalted be? 


6 Brethren, let us never ceaſe 
'To declare this News of Peace : 
Never let us hold our Breath, 
Faithful, fervent unto Death. 


7 But, my Lamb! Thou doſt excel 
All that thine of Thee can tell ; 
Yet our Praiſe ſhall never tire, 
Ev'ry Day ſhall raiſe it higher : 


$ While we every Day muſt ſee 
Sinners vile are dear to Thee: 
While we think on that great Price 
Of thy Blood our Sacrifice. 


XIV. 


20 A Collection of Hy mis, 


2 N 
XIV. " 
1.0 
From the German. . 
132. . 2. 
: Of 
Y our own Strength there's nothing done, W 
We ſoon are loſt and marred; Gn 
But there fights for us the right Man, 0 
| Whom God himſelf prepared : 3 

Askeſt thou for his Name? 100 

Tis jeſus Chriſt the ſame oP 
Who's Lord of Hoiſts indeed; 45 
And there's no God beſide; VR 
He ſure muſt win the Battle. A * 
7 Ame 
XV. | Vhe 
Ot y 

1 Hriſt crucify'd, 
And his dear Bride, J 

Is all my ſoy ; 7 
Nought elſe my Thoughts employ. : 
His Blood has waſh'd me clean ; &; 
From Sin ; N 

Should he appear, | 7 
I'm not in Fear; | u 

My Debts are paid, 


And full Attonement made, 


me, 
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: But tilt he come 
And fetch me Home, 
Tow at his Feet, 
With holy Shame I'll fit, 
And hearken to his Voice, 
Rejoice, 
And praiſe the Name 
Of that bleſt Lamb, 
Who for me dy'd, 
And brought me to his Bride. 


O Lamb, thou know'ſt 
could not boaſt, 

Of ought I'd. done, 

'Twas Thy Free-Grace alone, 
Which ſav'd me ſinful Man 
From Pain, 

And gave me Place 
Among Thy Race, 

Where Thou art Head, 

Ot whom could much be ſaid, 


YR OD XVI. 


Ome let us join our chearful Songs, 
With Angels round the Throne ; 
Jen Thouſand Thouſands are theirTongues, 


But all their Joys are one. 


£53 


2 Worthy 


— ; 
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2 Worthy the Lamb that dy'd, they cry, 
To be exalted thus; 


Worthy the Lamb, our Lips reply, W. 
For he was ſlain for us. Hu: 
N ()! 
3 Jeius is worthy to receive 
Honour and Pow'r divine; 4 Spi 
And Bicfings more than we can give, In“ 
Be, Lord, for ever thine. Sou 
Sold 
4 The whole Creation join in one, 
| To bleſs the ſacred Name 
Ot Him that fits upon the I hrone, 
} And to adore the Lamb. 
XVII. {ov 
From the German, 
T0 
Ne. 1178. . 
Wha 


' Ould we Sinners fully tell, 
How our Hearts with Rapture ſwell, But le 


We'd not ſcruple to declare Its de 
Fore the Angels what we ſhare, That 
| | Whic!| 

2 Butour Words can no ways bring 5 
Honour to our Head and King; or W 
All finks therefore to the Deep, dos 


As when Soul and Body ſleep. 


3 Sing It mul 


I, 


Sing It muſt and will unſhaken ſtand, 


{ous | 
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z Sing, ye Quires, before his Throne, 


While our Hearts with Shame melt down; 
Husband, only Life and Head, 
()! on us what haſt Thou ſhed ! 


4 Spirit of the Churches, reſt 


In Thy Bridegroom's Preſence bleſt ; 
Soul, reflect upon his Love, 
Soldier Fleſh, to ſerve him move. 


XVIII. 
From the German. 
Ne. 1370. 


Ould but the World its Wiſh obtain, 
No, not a Chriſtian ſhould remain, 
All would to Wreck and Ruin run, 
What Jeſus by his Paſſion won. 


But let the World oppoſe and rave, 

Its dev*liſh Wiſh it ne'er can have; 
That Cauſe ſhall never ſuffer Harm, 
Which reſts on Jeſu's out-ftretch'd Arm, 


For while our Maſter rules above, 
It will each Day more glorious prove; 


While He fits down on God's Right-hand, 
4 Indeed 


— 
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Indeed we own if once they can 1 

- Dethrone the high-exalted Man; 
Then evil with us will it be, Ye 
A Proſpe& ſad we then ſhall ſee, | 
5 But J am abſolutely ſure - WW} 
Our Lord will ever ſit ſecure ; | ] 
For ever will our Shepherd prove, By 
And we for ever feel his Love. 1 
6 Thus in our Lamb we Refuge find, Not 
Fear neither Storm, nor angry Wind ; 1 
In Danger chearful, void of Care, Wh 
No Enemy can touch a Hair: 3. 


7 For theſe our God has number'd all, 
Without his Leave not one can fall ; 
If in the leaſt He is ſo true, 

What won't He in the greater do ? 


XIX. 


1 IDs glorious King, thy Church'sSpouſe 
Sole Lord and Searcher of our Breaſt, 
To Thee our Soul moſt gladly goes, 
Like Mab's Dove, for Help and Reſt. 


LE 


ule 
reaſt, 
4 


Neſt. 


Inde 
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{Tndeed the Waters overflow, 


Ihe World all o'er againſt us ſtande, 
ew will our Mind and Purpoſe know, 
Few comprehend Thy ſweet Commands, 


> Whither thall we poor Abjects look? 


By whom be own'd or juſtified! 
By him who bade us eat the Book, 
By jeſus, if by none beſide. 
Not comfortleſs the Soul, to whom 
The Word and Bleſſing back returns, 
W _ diſappointed ſtands and dumb, 
But with the inward Witneſs burns. 


z Yet well we hope, Thy gentle Grace 


Will ſoften many Heats of Stone; 
What Art can help loſt human Race? 
The {ime which our bad Hearts has won. 
To the mild Preaching of thy Blood, 
The Virtue of thy $ Sacrifice, 
While Reaſon yet difputes its Good. 
By ſtealth the w Cod Cor :\(Tience flies, 


Thy powerful Preſence, Lord, diſplay, 
Or elfe in vain the Sun we fee ; ; 
Thy Name and Glory makes our Day, 
We live but in Thy Ways and Thee. 
Wrap all thy Servants in thy Light, 
Wherc'er the y turn them at thy Call, 
Grant that thy Blood they fill may meet, 
And own it fils and conquers all. 
XX. 


„ 
9 
A Meise 7 * , 
2 0 A Coilce?; {HH of I 1 4 M N . 
O 
We. 
W Ape! 
* Y cn 
Wea! 
l Ear Jeſus be near. p a 
| And make thyſelf clear 2 
o each of our Hearts; 3 
r, 1 . 2 Waic! 
i hat we may know nothing, but Thee ww l 
Thy Smarts. 3 
Lie 
1 * 1 1 a 
2 We are thy poor Sheep, This t. 
To thy Wounds we'll keep, That « 
In them is our Food; Are 
1 Indeed there our Strength lies, and Tg I. 
only Good. Grace 
7 | 7 * He's 
3 * e are thy poor Clay, Rad no 
| Form us from this Day 3 
5 7 as WE „er 
For thy Uſe alone; And 
113 DOE T7 OL 
And let us rejoicing feel we arc thy orhat th 
| a4 Wh: 


| ; XXI. Shou! 


From the German, [his giv 
4e mel 

No. 1210, As Du 

ears fic 

N : pd 20 

Ear Lamb from everlaſting flaing gut ., 
Thou Servant of thy Crcis's J 


we 


and 


y OW: 
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Our Soul's kind Husband Thou; 
W e fall down humbly at thy Feet, 
Ard cove embracg the m a5 'tis meet, 


Weak nue f Tin "tis true we are, 
= Wp but redeem'd and clear: 
d of that Quinteſtence, 
Wh: ch from thy Woun: Is doth richly flow, 
We all have drank, and feel, and know 
The quicxting Power of G of from thence, 


This the Saint's Strength and: Refuge ſure, 
That our o- n Doilgy, vile and poor, 

Are not the Mean to move 
The Larib, our Ce ell ricad thro” Blood, 
Gr: CE T0 ON and ever) Socc 3 

He's wondertully prcis'd By & Love. 


And now we nothing cin rep!.” 
But at ty Feet don 21 lie, 
And as — can't „ God's Son, 
Th: t thou vile Slaves by Birch | lhoulditiree, 
id what is more chan Liberty, 
Should'it deſline them a Crown and 
Throne? 


This gives us 1:viſhing- Love's Smart, 
[ie melting ax we "feel our Heart, 
As Dutt ih md we hide; 
Tears from our F yes moit freely flow, 
pd nought elfe will we ever know, 


Naw gut that a Lamb wes cracify'd. 


5˙8 


D 3 XXII. 
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2 ow We 


XXII. 


E:r Lamb, in me fulfi! 
Wh: ever is 1 hy Wil, 
1 8 rein 
Myc if, and all that's mine, 
Into Thy precious Wounds, 
Where Keſt and Peace abounds. 


2 thence each Day impart 
e, Late into my Heart, 

For vithout freſn Sup pl e: 

The former droops and dies; 

' Continually I've Need, 

By Faith, on Thee to feed. 

3 To Jeſus then I'll cleave, 

My Love no more I'll grieve ; 


to 


For what in Heav*n, but Thee, 


Can I deſire to ice ? 
Or what in Earth and Air 
Can I with Thee compare ? 


4 Nothing, my deareſt Love; 
I hy Eeaty's far above 
All other i re: fures. Why? 
nou didſt fo freely die 
For me, and every one 
J hat was by Sin undone. 


Wah | 


| Heal n 
Nail m 


Way! 
All th: 
And 0 


The 8 
Blow t 
Till a 
I: i'd 


May I 
Within 
There 
Which 


— — 


—— = >» — = 
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What CfFrings ſhall I pay? 

| [ll bleſs i hee Night and Day; 
And when this Lite 15 o'er, 

Then I can praiſe hee more. 
Thro' all Eternity, 


Thy Blood ſtill dear will be. 


3 XXIII. 


* 


Ear Saviour, hear a Sinner's Pray'r, 
10 my Neceſſity give Ear; 
Wah me in Thy molt precious Blood, 
| Heal my fick Heart by that warm Flood. 


Nail my AﬀeQions to the Croſs; 
May I account but Dung and Droſs 
| All that 15 Self, all that 15 mine, 


And only to Thy Will incline. 
he Spark inkindled in my Breaſt 


Blow to a Flame; nor may I reſt 

Till all and every Part of me 

I: fd with Praiſe and Love to Thee. 

May for ever ſafe abide 

Within the Wound of Thy dear Side, 

There meditate that wond'rous Love, 

Which brought Thee from Thy Throne 
above. | 

My Jeſus left his Heav'ns, and came 


wich * © ranſom Sinners from their Shame, 


D 3 That 


— - -” 


— — 2 
— „ — — — . — — 


—— —— . — 
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i That they might feel their Sins forgiv'n, 
Ard find in Him their Peace and Heav'n. 


6 His Peace He to His Children left, 
When of his Life He was bereft ; 
When he was faſtened to the Tree, 
Thoſe Wounds did buy that Peace for me, 


7 Lord! I am Thine, then take me now, 
Lo, at Thy Feet my Soul I bow, 
Aſham'd that I no ſooner ran 
To Thee the Saviour of loſt Man, 


XXIV. 550 
Frem the German. —_ 
No. 1138. The ] 
| J Vening Star, I follow Thee, Grace 
Lead me here, or lead me there: 
| Thou my Staff in trav'ling be, So th: 
| L'il no other Weapon bear; And t. 
| Me may Angels guard from ill, I am : 
. When I am to do thy Will: 8 
© ſpall J, with ſteady Pace, wy 
{ Reach the deareſt City, Grace. 
Throi 


| | 2 This my Maſter's Purchaſe is; 
: Here my Lord my Chriſt is King; 
| | He is mine, and I am his, 


Him I'll ever praiſe and ſing: 


Why 


— ꝛ— — 
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0 g 
| 
4 
Who can hurt me in this place, ! 
u. Fenc'd und fortify'd by Grace? i 
Deareſt City, Jam thine: | 


No. 1023. v. 4. 


And thy Happineſs is mine. { 
[N 
me. XXV. | 
, From the German, hi 
| 


OR ſuch poor Souls who dare of no- 
| thing boaſt, 
Who think they're irrecoverably loſt, 
Who twiſt and twine beneath Sin's heavy F 
Load, | 


The Lamb has paid the Price, his precious | 
Blood. | 
Grace iſſues from his Wounds, which | 
Strength ſupplies, 
So that one chearful, Abha Father cries, 
And thenceforth dares aſſert in ev'ry Place, 


I am a Child of God, an Heir of Grace, 1 
But what roughWays, what Toil, Fatigue, if 
and Care 1 


Throughout the Pilgrims ſev' ral Paths ap- 
pear ? 
What 


„ 4a s . we", 9" * PR 


— — _ . Ju 2 
— CRY 2 — — — — ' ꝗ— — 
4 —— 


— — 
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What tender Care muſt o'er the Babes be 

ſhewn, i Ce: 

E're we dare truſt them to proceed alone? 


4 O thou majeſtic tender Heart of Love, 
How largely we Thy Royal Favour prove! We O1. 


Thy ſtretch'd-out Hands no Wearineſs ex- WI 
reſs, Aud 

So kind Thy Heart, ſo ſtrong thy Zeal to 
bleſs. Let 

5 What Soul can then the leaſt Objection 
make; o An 

Who would not gladly Thy Reproach par- 
taxc ? Wi 


Who can one Moment more unwilling be i 
To bear Thy eaſy Croſs, and follow Thee? Heſs 


6 Look down upon Thy Cloud of Witneſſes 
W hich deems itſelf unworthy of Thy Grace, 
Which with the deepeſt Reverence and 
Shame 
Sits at Thy Feet and magnifies Thy Name, F 


With everlaſting Mercy crown their Heads, 
And Manly Courage which no Dange Noth 


dreids, Gr 

Yea bleſs thein with a daily large Incre ꝛaſe In ou; 
Till they launch forth into eternal Blis. Fixt i 

8 We ow? our ev ery Bleſſing to Thy Love, Shou 
Thou living Centre, to whom all Things [ Th 
ts ted 


move, 


7 e 
Ce: Its Pr 
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Ceaſe not to let Thy Zeal our Breaits in- 
ſpire, 
Till high exalted to Thy heavenly Choir, 
O let Thy Unction overflow our Hearts, 
Which Life and Spirit to the Soul imparts, 
And when our Tongues are faint and parch'd, 


and dry, 
Let Grace renew them, and freſh Strength 
ion apply. 
o And now what ſhall we more of Thee de- 
par- mand, 


Which we find not compleated to our 
be Hand ? 
hee! Bicſs us with many gracious happy Days, 
And ſtill enlarge our Plan to ſpeak Thy 
eſſos Praiie, 


and XXVI. 


Rom Life and Grace (this we are bold 
eads, Before an erring World t' aſſert) 
ingerſ} Nothing one Moment does withhold 
One Man, but his unwilling Heart : 

eaſe In our dear Lord there's no Delay, 
18. Fixt is His Will, and plain His Way. 
Should any Soul of ſerious Frame, 

That long has ſeem'd to ſeek His Face, 
Its tedious Tasks and Trials name 
al Preparatory Steps to Grace: mid 


34 AA Collection of Hymns, 

We muſt ſay no! Chriſt needs them not, f 

And this fine Web a falſe Heart wrought, ; 
. 


3 Should any think he's ſo hem'd in 
With Luſts, as to be paſt Relief; 
Alas ! he knows not, that no Sin 
Binds down the Soul, but Unbelief! 4 
Who to the Croſs can lift his Eye, 
Makes the whole Brood of Sins to fly. 


4 Ready the Saviour 15 indeed 
His glorious Work in all to do: 
Be | 


To ev'ry Man it mutt be ſaid, 
| Thou hadſt been happy long ago, 
| Hedit thou perplexing I toughrs Cult off, 

And to Chritt look'd for Aid enough. 6 


f XXVII. 


O forth, in Spirit go 
To Civ ry's holy Mount! 


See there thy Friend between two Thieves, 
Suff ring on thy Account, 
Foot, 


8 
2 Fall at His Crofs': 
f And ſay, My God and Lord, 
Here let me dwell, and view thoſe Wounds 


| Which Life for me procur'd ! 


It, 
nt. 


wo 


es, 


E 
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3 Fix on that Face thine Eve; 
Why doſt thou backward ſhrink ? 
Vhat a baſe Rebel thou haſt been 
To Chriſt, thou now doſt chink. 


4 Fear not; for this is He 
Who always loves us firſt, 
And with white Robes of Righteouſneſi 
Delights to deck the worſt. 
Or art thou at a loſs 
What thou to Him ſhalt ſay ? 
Be but ſincere, and all thy Cafe 
Juſt as it is diſplay. 
6 That Heart our Saviour loves, 
V hich does not {lrive to weave 
Pretences fair, to ſooth itſelf, 
And his ſharp Eyes deceive. 


XX VIII. 
From the German, 
NM 217% 5 


Race] how god, how cheap, how free: 
(; Grace, how caſy to be found! 
Only lat your Mil2ry 

In the Saviour's Blood be drown'd ! 
Wiſhlul lic before Elis 1 hrone, 

Say,“ J never will be gone, 
Never 


35 A Cullefion of Hymns, 


| “ Never till my Suit's obtain'd ; > It © 

Never till the Bleſſing's gain'd.”' g l 

et 

XXIX. * 

1 0 

| From the German, v 

{| Let 

| Ne. 210. v. 3. Þ 

Rant, in the Bottom of my Heart fl 

Thy Name and bloody 'l ree F 

May ſparkle ev'ry Day and Hour, Still 

That I may joyful be: T 

| In the ſame Form to me appear, 

| W herein for all my Need 
| Thou willingly upon the Croſs 


To Leath Thyſelf didſt bleed. 


XXX. Wart 
| As 
'K I Rant, Lord, I ne'er may doubt agai! I fee 
ll | Or let Convictions die, F I 
i | Of Truths which I was ſure of then Wii 
| When thy good Sp'rit was nigh. Ar 
O bre 


1 2 If once I know, that thy pure Blood 

F | Hath bought Man's Peace with Hear'r, An 

| Be it in my glad Count'nance ſhew'd 
Thenceforth, that I'm forgiv'n. E. 


again 


eat, 


d 
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If once I know, that Death of Thine 


Has Sitan's.Pow'r deſtroy'd ; 
Let me ne'er yield to him and Sin, 
Nor make Thy Conqueſt void. 


If once I ſee. ſome happy Man, 
Who lives by Faicn in Thee; 

Let me ne'er doubt but thy Grace can 
Perform the ſame in me. 


f I one Glimpſe in my own Breaſt 
Feel of a Chriſti in's Blits ; 

Still on the Truth on't let me ret, 
That ſuch a Life there 13, 


XXXI. 


Rent Saviour, one ſweet Loot of thine 
Rejoices all my Heart; 
With (ach a Bliſs and Happineſs, 
As Words cannot impart. 
] feel and catch a kindling Ray 
From thy moſt glorious Leams, 
Wiich glows and ſparkles in my Beaſt, 
And all my Soul infl. mes. 
O breithe on me continually, 
And fan the living Fire, 
Which Thou haſt ſhed deep in my Heart; 
Each Day ll raiſe it higher: 


E Let 
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Let me not grieve nor quench this Spark, 16e 
Which T hou to me haſt giv'n, 


Which is a Pearl of ſuch great Price, / 
It is a Taſte of Heav'n. 
3 It is Thy Gift, my deareſt Lord, 
| Therefore it is molt ſure, A 


That Floods can't diown,nor Waters quench 
But ever 'twill endure. 


| For what had I to purchaſe this ? 7 E 

b Had I a Kingdom's Wealth, 
| "Twould be contemn'd, *tis far the Poor! O 
{Hl The Sick cannot buy Health. 0, 
4 Thou art my Soul's Phyſician, 7 | J 
f Thou gav'ſt me Thy own Blood ; An 
Thy precious Blood! for ev'ry Sore q 


That Balſam has prov'd good! 
J have fo try'd this Remedy, 
For ev'ry Ach and Pain, 
| "That much I wiſh all Sin-fick Souls 
| | Would take and uſe the ſame. 


s O! that all knew Thy tender Heart, 
| And ſaw Thy loving Face! 

* O ſend forth Meſſengers, good Lord, 
| | To publiſh Thy free Grace. 

| | T hou fitteſt on thy royal Throne, 

| Now let thy Kingdom come : 

[| And reign and conquer in all Hearts, 
| Which by Thy Death thou'ſt won. 


— N 
— Oo 


Tl 
Wh 
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rk 6 O look in Mercy on the Poor, 
Y Who are by Sin oppreſt; 
And waſh and cleanſe them in Thy Blood, 
And in Thy Wounds give Reſt. 
O Saviour Chriſt! behold all thoſe, 
Which bear Thy ſacred Name | 
And bring them to know nothing elſe, | 
uench But that a Lamb was ſlain. tt 


Extend Thy Mercy far and near, 4 
Thy Blood was ſhed for all?Ww6Uêeñ 
O draw the Heathen unto Thee, 
Lord bid Thy Servants call. 
O deareſt Saviour, bleſs, preſerve 
The Souls which truſt in Thee; 
; And let their Lives convince the World, 
Thy choſen Flock they be. 


XXXII. 


Door! 


Frem the German, 


N' 1293. 


Race! Grace! O that's a charming | 
Sound! 1 
tr ull ſweet it comes to all, | 
8, Who've clearly ſeen, and deeply felt 
Mn. The Mis'ry of the Fall: 
E. 2 Who've 


11 


2 * — 
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4 Thus has he dealt with me; I gain'd 


« A 
Who've rightly known the fearful State, 
W herein Soul: abt ſtand, 
E'er Chriſt ſclevts them to enjoy 
Their native heav'nly Land. T 
2 Grace! how exceeding great to thoſe, Th 


Who truly Sinners are, 
Who feel their Need, yea, Death; to fac] | 
All elie is taſtleſs Fare 6 No 
Wgile ſuch as ſloecp their Death away, 
Senſeleſe, tho? Heirs of Ee! J, 
Neglect the Offers mace by Grace, 
Its Comſorts never feel. 


3 When firſt the Soul awakes, it ſees 
And curſes Satan's Yoke ; 

Great Hmdrances and Chains appear, 
Not eaſy to be broke : 

Bet Grace] free Grace! moſt ſweer!y c:! 
* DireMy come, who will, 

** Juſt as you are, for Curift receives 


Poor helpleſs Sinners tt}. 


At firſt a gracicus wink ; 
And then pure Draughts of peace and |: 
From his Side's Well to drink: 
Now my Heart's Wiſh I have, whene'er He 
can for my dear Lamb How 
But do ſome little Thirg, to ſhew. 
At leaſt a grateful Any. 
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« All we, who now are his, were firſt 
te, Duly convict within; 

Then each confeſs'd, Dear Saviour, I 

Am blind, and I am Sin; 

Then Life and Righteouſneſs divine, 
- Were in a Moment giv'n; 
Thus we a happy People are, 

Apparent Heirs of Heav'n. 


b Now deareſt Lamb ! we inly pray, 
ay, That in Thy Service we 
{ May active, holy, faithful prove; 
| But more eſpecially, 
That we in Thee may till abide ; 
For Babes we are moſt weak, 

Poor Sinners ſtill, who without 'Thee, 
Can nought act, think, or ſpeak. 


ar, , 

O give us more, more ev'ry Day, 
ly c: Till we're quite ſunk in Grace, 

To drink, till drink ; for ſince thou'ſt giv'n 
es Us Life, ſuch Thirſt takes Place; 


And we believe, and humbly truſt, 
This Thirſt the ſame will be, 

n'd Þ Where'er we live, where'er we range, 
Through all Eternity. 


Be for all this, Huſband of Souls! 
Here and in Heav'n ador'd ! 
How great is all Thy Faithfulneſs 
Antient and late, O Lord! 
1 3 Tis 
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Tis Grace each Day ſo feeds our Soul, 
Grace keeps us inly poor; 
And O] that nothing elſe but Grace, 


May rule for evermore. 3. 
XXXIII. | 
|; 1 
Hom the German. ke 
; 
No- 4522; v. 3. 
TS 
Aſte, Lord, within my worthlefs He: | 1 
To ſorm Thyſelf a Shrine; J 
For-me a poor and ſinful Worm of 
Thou ſhed'ſt Thy Blood divine, 6 4 
Therewith to ſave my guilty Soul F 
From endleſs Pain and Woe : A 
What deareſt Friend in all the World [ 
Could greater Kindneſs ſhew ? 

7 H 
XXXIV, — 
* 

| Ear what of Chriſt and me this DS 


I can by clear Diſcov'ry ſay : 
In all His Dealings that dear Lamb 
Is free from Falſhood and from Blame. 


2. I find, by Evidence compleat, 
His Promiſes, however great, 


ant 
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Souls, Sulid have prov'd, and ſtill are ſo, 
Whether I feel th' Effect; or no. 


ee, 1 3. I find, that ſince I've known his Grace, 
l have diſpleag'd Him many Ways; 
Seeming to love and fear His Name, 
Indeed I've caus'd Him Grief and Shame, 


4 I find, that ſtill with Patience mild 
He. follows me a ſtubborn Child; 
While I to keep my Follies ſtrive, 
He ſtrives to bring me to believe. 


5 That in my Heart at once and ſoon 
Faith's Work with Power was not done; 
Him of Delay I don't accuſe, . 

Twas I did ſecretly refuſe. 


6 That He ſhould now reject me quite, 
As for Diſcipleſhip unfit, 
a Againſt ſuch Sentence, ſince 'twere juſt, 
only in His Love can truſt, 


2 His faithful Love I have ſo try'd, 
I dare on that build all my Hope ; 
Eternal Ages ſhall decide, 
Whether this Ground will bear me up. 


XXXV, 


lame. ; Enceforth, my Soul, thou dwell'ſt in 
Peace 
At Jeſu's Feet all Sorrows ceaſe, 


efs He: 


Be 


———— —— 


— 
— 


i 
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i Be never more diſmay'd! 


Of all that might a Sinner prels, 
His Blood thy Ranſom paid. 


1 2 Whatever Storms go o'er thy Head, 
Thou to this wretched World art dead, 
| (O ſweet and happy Death!) 
| In Jeſu's Love, that purer Air, 
Where all is lightſome, calm and fair, 
Doſt thou abide and breathe. 


3 Carefully keep thy preſent Light, 

If any Foe would thee affrighr, 
Anſwer, that Chriſt hath died! 

No Accident or Face of 'Things 

Can touch thy Safety, which ſtill ſprings 
Freſh from His wounded Side. 


| 4 Look down, ye heavenly Hoſt, and ſee 
: How jeſus hath exalted me, 
A Child of Hell before ! 
My ſprinkled Heart hath learnt to ſings 
And wait, like you, upon my King, 
Nor need I leave him more. 


. . —_ - 


XXXVI 


From Guilt, Fear, Paſſion, and the Strek 


od 


Wo 
Fa 
Is mit 


BY 
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ö 


Streß c | 
XXXVI. 'q 
From the German. | 
ad, 
No. 580. v. 18. 
ir, 


E Who was laugh'd at on the Tree, 
He whom * His People now difown, 
Wo marks with certain Infamy 
Each that reveres the thorny Crown; 
l mine, and all my Brethren's Head, 
By whom we tenderly are led. 


ings 
AI. 
ſee 
From the German. 
85 No. 1004. 


| H on His everlaſting Throne 
Ihe King of Saints his Work ſurveys, 
Marks the dear Souls He calls His own, 
And ſmiles on the peculiar Race, 
F He reſts well pleas'd their Toil to fee : 
(XVI Beneath His eaſy Yoke they move, 
With all their Heart and Strength agree 
In the ſweet Labour of His Love. _ 
15 


john i. 11. 
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2 His Eye the World at once looks thro”, 
A vaſt uncultivated Field; 
Mountains and Vales in ghaſtly Shew, 
A barren uncouth Proſpect yield. 
Clear'd of the Thorns by human Care, 
A few leſs hideous Waſtes are ſeen ; 
Yet ftiil they all continue bare, 
And not one Spot of Earth is green, 


See where the Servants of their God, 
A buſy Multitude, appear, 

For jeſus Day and Night employ'd, 
His Hufbandry they toil to clear. 
The Love of Chriſt their Hearts conſtrai 

And ſtrengthens their unwearied Hand 
They ſpend their Blood and Sweat and Pa 
To cultivate Enmanuel's Lands. 


4 Alarm'd at their ſucceſsful Toit 
Satan and his wild Spirits rage,, 
They labour to tear up and ſpoil 
And blaſt the riſing Heritage. 
In every Wilderneſs they ſow 
The Seed of Death the carnal Mind ; 
They would not Jet one Virtue grow, 
Nor leave one Sced of Good behind, 


5 Yet ſtill the Servants of their Lord 
Look up and calmly perſevere, 
Supported by the Maſter's Word 
Ihe adverſe Pow'rs they ſcorn to fear 


Glad 
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Gladly their happy Work purſue: 


The Labour of their Hands is ſeen, 


| Their Hands the Face of Earth renew, 


Diverſify'd with chearful Green. 


Where'er the faithful Workers turn, 
The Steps of Induftry appear ; 


They labour the dry Wood to burn, 


They labour with inceſſant Care 


The Fruits of Sodom to tread down, 


To root up each accurſed Seed 
By Satan and his Spirits ſown, 
And plant the Goſpel in its ſtead, 


To dig the Ground they all beſtow 
Their Lives; from ev'ry ſoften'd Clod 


They gather out the Stones, and ſow 


Th' immortal Seed the Word of God. 


They water it with Tears and Pray'rs? 
! ) 


They long for the returning Word, 
Happy, if all their Pains and Cares 
Can bring forth Fruit to pleaſe their 
Lord. 


Jeſus their Work delighted ſees, 
Their Induſtry vouchſafes to crown; 
He kindly gives the wiſh'd Increaſe, 
And ſends the promis'd Bleſſing down: 


The 


— — _ 
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The Sap of Life the Spirit's Pow'rs 


He rains inceſſint from above: * 

He all His gracious Fullneſs ſhow'rs T 

To perfect their great Work of Love DD © 

9 He proſpers all His Servants Toil-.; Oj 
But of peculiar Grace has choſe 

A Flock, on whom his kindeſt Smiles Le 


And choiceſt Bleſlings he .beſlows.; 
Devoted to their common Lord, 

True Followers of the bleeding Lam O 
By God belov'd, by Men abhor'd, a 


Diſtinguiſh'd by the hidden Name. 
10 Here many a faithful Soul is found We 


With myſtic Pow'rs of. Love endu'd ; 8 
Full of the Light of Life, and croun'd gtan 

A King and Prieſt to ſerve his God: A 
With burning Zeal for Chriſt they ſhine, 

Their Body, Soul and Spirit give, 
Their Goods and Blood for Chritt reſign, 

For Chriſt they freely die or live. 


11 What can we offer our good Lord 
(Poor Nothings) for his endleſs Grace? 
Fain would we His great Name record, 

And worthily ſet torth His Praiſe. 


Dear Object of our Faith and Love, Let it 


To whom our more than All we owe, In T. 
Open the Fountain from above, 


And let it on our Spin its flow: rant 
12 as a ] 
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32 So ſhall our Lives Thy Pow'r proclaim, 

Thy Grace for ev'ry Sinner free, 

Till all Mankind ſhall learn Thy Name, 

* Shallall ſtreteh out their Hands to Thee. 

Open a Door which Earth and Hell 

May ſtrive to ſhut, but ſtrive in vain; 

es Let Thy Word richly in us dwell, 

And let our gracious Fruit remain, 


n; O multiply Thy Sower's Seed, 
8 " And Fruit we ev'ry Hour ſhall bear ; 


Lovt 


5 3 


a Throughout the World Thy Goſpel ſpread, 
Thy everlaſting Grace declare : 
1 We all in perfect Love renew'd 


w'd 5 Shall know the Greatneſs of Thy Pow'r, 
vn'd Stand in the Temple of our God 
As Pillars, and go out no more. 


ſhine, 

* gn, XXXV II J. 

we From the German, 

d 0 

33 Ne. 781. 

oy Oly Lamb, and Prince of Peace, 

e.. | Hear my Soul implore Thy Grace, 
e, Let it thro' Thy Pow'r divine, 


e owe, In Thy Lamb-like Meekneſs ſhine, 
rant, that faithfully I may 
12 © As a Lamb thy Voice obey, 

P Soul 
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Soul and Body bought with Price, 
Be Thy living Sacrifice. 


3 Valiant, ſtedfaſt may my Love 
In the hardeſt Tryals prove ; 
And in all Adverſity, | 
Both a Lamb and Lion be. 


4 Keep Thou me a feeble Child, 
Sober, watchful, undefil'd ; 
That where'er Thy Steps I ſee, 
Simply I may follow Thee. 


Thou the great victorious Lamb, 
Who all Hoſts of Hell o'ercame ; 
Grant, that in Thy Blood I may 
Conqu'ror be till Thy great Day. 

6 When Thou ſhalt on Sen ſtand, 
J ſhall be at Thy Right hand; 
In Thy God-like Glory bright, 
Thou my Temple, Thou my Light. 


XXXIX. 
From the German, 
Ne, 1046. 


? Cly Lamb, who Thee receive, 
Who in Thee begin to live; 
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Day and Night they cry to Thee, 
2s Thou art, fo let us be. 
> Jeſu ! ſee my panting Breaſt, 
dee I pant in "Thee to reſt! 
Gladly now I would be clean; 
Cleanſe me now from ev'ry Sin. 


Fix, O fix my wav'ring Mind, 

To Thy Croſs my Spirit bind! 
Earthly Paſſions far remove; 
Swallow up our Souls in Love. 


| Daft and Aſhes tho' we be, 
| Full of Guilt and Miſery ; 
Thine we are, Thou Son of God, 
Take the Purchaſe of Thy Blood. 


Who in Heart on Thee believes, 
[le th' Atonement now receives, 
tle with Joy beholds thy Face, 
Truimphs in thy pard*aing Grace. 
See, ye Sinners! fee the Flame, 
Riſing from the ſlaughter'd Lamb, 
Marks the new, the living Way, 
Leading to eternal Day. 


jeſu, when this Light we ſee, 

All our Soul's athirſt for Thee, 
When thy quick'ning Power we prove, 
All our Heart diſſolves in Love. 


F 2 8 Bound- 


— — 


— 
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8 Boundleſs Wiſdom, Pow'r divine, 
Love unſpeakable are thine ; 
Praiſe * all to Thee be giv'n, T 
Sons of Earth, and Hoſts of Heav'n. 


O 
XL. a 
Sw 
[ W can a Sinner hear theſe Words. - 
Grace, J:/us, Blood, and Wound:, 
And not diicern that Harmony, 
M hich from ech Word reſounds. 
2 For, oh ! tis raviſhing and ſweet ' 
Unto a Sinner true, | 
Wren Jeſus ſuys, I wounded was, hey 
And bled to Death for you. But 
3 O can ſuch Grace be e' er forgot, eiſels 


Twas Love which ſpoke in Blood; L 
The wounded Lamb will ſtill be dear 2 A 


To ev'ry Child of God. 1 

4 But thoſe who ſay they Sinners are, om f 
Without the Senſe of Guilt, G 

Can ne'er rejoice in Jeſu's Blood, one 
Which was for Sinners ſpilt. Hi 

5 Is nothing to be done for ſuch 3 Ht 


A poor dead wretched Man? * £0 
Yes Jeſu's Grace mult touch his Heart; ndiſm 
There's nothing elſe e' er can. 
61 


Vn. 


Vords 


undi, 


8. 


od; 


art; 


All have by Nature ſuch hard Hearts, 
I was the very ſame, 

Till Jeſus call'd me by his Grace, 
And let me know his Name. 


O precious Grace, and pierced Wounds ! 
O bleſs'd atoning Blood! 

Sweet Jeſu! ſtill appear to me, 
And give me daily Food, 


XLI. 


I OW Chriſt his Souls doth bleſs, 
No Tongue can e'er expreſs ! 
hey the Life of Men no more, 
But a Life myſterious live ; 
eſſels they of His great Pow r, 
Day by Day new Gifts receive. 


2 A ſimple child- like Heart 
He does to them impart: 

om fierce Wrath and knotty Care, 
Grief inveterate and deep, 

one Moment freed they are; 
His ſweet Grace lays all aſleep. 


3 Herewith is yet combin'd, 
A great and princely Mind: 
ndiſmay'd by any Foe, 


F 3 , Fixe 
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| Fixt they ſerve their Maſter's Will! It 
1 No one knows what they can do, An 
Nor what Strength their Breaſt doth fill. On 
| 4 Still in the inner Man 13 
| Converſe with him they can : Th 
1 Howſoe' er their Hand's employ'd -= 
| In Earth's Drudgeries below, Arc 
They in Spirit at the Side AI 
Cf their Saviour loving go. paſſ 
| 5 More yet their wondrous Way | £ 
| . ö 
8 Shines to the perfect Day: To 
| Diengagh from Trifles here, 1 
t | Up He holds their Hearts to Him Hy, 
| While his Blood goes on more clear Wil 
From redeeming to redeem ! | We 
1 6 Ever before their Eyes 1 
| The Lambonce 1 lies: The 
' . Virtue comes from thence 1233 
| o perform that Lamb's whole Will; We 
Pain t'aſſwage, and Sin to cleanſe, And 
f And quell all the Pow'r of Ill. Since 
{ : B. 
1 Neve 
[ ALL R. 
. Ne'e 
| 1 Heer happy is the Heart, W hi, 
| That puts its Truſt in Thee! 


Ji ſound in ev'ry Part, 
From all Diſeaſes free: 


K ler * ers 
* _ 5 


| Around us ſprings, by Go 
A Face of Things more fair and bright, 
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It needs but crave Thy kind Support, 
And o'er Life's Wave it walks unhurt. 


Our former Thoughts we leave, 
And new ones get by Grace; 
The Moment we believe, 

Into Faith's World we ws : 


pel Light, 


Paſſions no more torment 


Our Souls with bitter Strife; 


To us, in Love, is ſent 


Whate'er we meet in Life: 


'Tis Chriſt we ſerve, and His ſure Care 
| Will us preſerve where'er we are. 


We deeply pity then 
TH uneaſy Luſts that burn 
The Breaſts of other Men; 


Bat not to them return : 


| We nothing lack, nor look behind, 


And ſcorn to ſhake with ev'ry Wind. 


Since, Lord, we ne'er are well 
But while we ſee thy Light, 
Never let Fleſh or Hell 
Remove it from our Sight : 
Ne'er let us fall to Reas'nings blind, 
Which ſo enthrall the faithleſs Mind. 


XLIII. 


- — — — 


— a — 
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XLIII. 


1 OW happy we when Guilt is gone 


This alters all our Frame: 
Ihe {ue Occaſions ſtill come on, 
But we are not the ſame. 
What did before afflict us much, 
What gave us anxious Care, 
The faithful Breaſt it cannot touch, 
It can't, for Chriſt is there. 


2 Call'd are we to Fatigue and Toil ? 

The Heart's at Reſt beneath, 

Chear'd hourly, as with fragrant Oil, 
By Chriſt's reviving Breath. 

Are we thro* dangerous Paths to rove, 
The Shades of Death to paſs ? 

Our Shield eternal is His Love, 
Our Light his gracious Face. 


3 Sick outwardly, or in Diſtreſs 
We may be, tis confeſs'd: 
But the Believer ne'erthcleſs 
Will ſmile, and ſay he's bleſs'd! 
The World muſt wonder, and ev'n we 
Admire that ſecret Hand, 
Which betwixt us and Miſery 
Of ev'ry Kind doth ſtand. 


XL) 


pone | 


XL) 
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XLIV, 
From the German, 


No 253. v. 19. 


OW rich! how happy is the Soul, 
T hat gets a new Name, Lord, from 
Tree ? : 


| Thou faithful Steward of the Whole, 


Now let new N2mes imparted be. 


| Us on thy Shoulders Thou didſt bear, 


With all our Sins, prodigious Load, 
Their Force deſtroy, their Syſtem tear : 
None ſo could love us but our God. 


Incline the Kindneſs of 3 hy Heart, 
Our wand'ring feeble Minds ſuſtain 

Come, Jeſu, come, nor e'er depart, 
To Thee we run in all our Pain. 


How ſhall we ſpeak our ev'ry Want? 
Our Words, cannot the half expreſs ; 

But this Thou know'ſt, for Thee we pant, 
For Reſt in all our deep Diſtreſ. 


Here in the Duſt Thy Creatures ſee, 
O fave us Jeſu, or we die ; 

Now may our Faith lay hold on Thee, 
And on Thy Faithfulneſs rely. 4 
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6 O Love, thou bought'ſt us with Thy Bloc 
Now then a hearty Pity ſhew ; 
If yonder Manſion be too good, 


Thou haſt ſome other that will do. His 

7 Oh! leave not one without the Door, C 
Thou with Thy Father intercede! To 
Oh! haſten to relieve the Poor, . 


And for the heav'nly Drawings plead.¶ Loo 


8 Thou didſt blow up the Gates of Death, A 


And Sin Thou didſt and Hell o'ercomeW115: 
Thou Conqu'ror, break our Bonds, 11 © 


Breath His 

Diſperſe all Clouds, and make us Roc A 

9 Let us who would be led by Thee, And 
O ſoon let all poor Sinners hear A 


Thy gracious Words, My G:ace is Free, 
The Door is open, go in there. 


XIV. 


I OW rich the Grace, how great t 
Love, 
How glorious is the Name 
Of Jeſus, Saviour, Chriſt the Lord, 
Which Angels did proclaim ! 


2 What Words can ſpeak his endleſs Praile, Tha 
What Heart can it conccave ; 


"T Al 
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'Tis Tidings good of greateſt Joy, „ 

This, this I can believe. 
His Office was to ſave the Loſt, 
or, Give Sight unto the Blind ; l 
e! To ſet at Liberty the Bruis'd, i 
| There's none he'll caſt behind. = 


plead. W Look on him lifted on the Croſs, =_ 
each And bleeding for your Sin : Þ 
rcon His Side is open'd with a Spear, | 
Go! hide yourſelf therein. 


His Blood will waſh out all your Stains, 
And give you Peace with God ; 

And Joy and Happineſs moſt true, 
And all Things that are good. 


Lord, make the Deaf to hear Thy Word: 
Thy Voice will raiſe the Dead: | 
Oh ! let thom feel Thy quick'ning Pow'r, 

And make us all one Bread. 


* Bloc 


} 
| 
XLVI. | 


OW firange, that Thou, the mighty 4 
God, 1 
By whom all Things were made, 
Praiſe That Thou ſhould'ſt take on Thee o 
Fleſh, | , 
aud ſuffer in our Stead ; | | 
That 1 


wm 3 i 
* 4 
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A mighty God remain. 
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That Thou ſhould'ſt live a very Man, 
And feel the ſame as we, 


Of Hunger, Thirſt, and Wearineſs, 


Yea Pain and Miſery. 


2 That Thou ſhould*ſ do this for the Sake 


Of Criminals condemn'd, 
Thy Pow'r was manifeſt before, 
This does Thy Love commend. 
Thy Love and Mercy then appear'd, 
When as a Saviour kind, 
Thou ſaidſt, Man ſhall not die: for! 
A Remedy will find. 


3 I am his Surety, I will bear 


“His Curſe and Puniſhment ; 
I' ſhed my Blood upon a Tree, 
Till ev*ry Drop be ſpent : 
1 He ſhall be mine, for I will pay 
* My own Blood for his Price ; 


I'll ranſom him from Death and Hel 


% And all his Miſeries. 


4 © Let him for Shi but come to me, 


« Acknowledge what I've done, 
« And what he in himſelf ſtill is, 
A ſinful helpleſs Worm: 
% Then ſhall he feel and know that I 
Who on the Croſs was ſlain, 
Have done all this, and on my Thr 


" Tl 
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That I there fit a Prieſt and King 
In endleſs Glory bright; 

To give my Righteouſneſs to all 

s * Whoſe Sins do them affright. 

* O come ye Sinners, come to me, 

e Sake I gave my Blood for All, 

« There is not one but I've redeem' d; 
O hear me, now call.“ 


4 O deareſt Saviour! I have heard 
a Thy powerful quick'ning Voice, 
abt Thou'ſt rais'd me from the Dead, I live 
7 And in Thee, Lord, rejoice. 
Thy Blood and Wounds each Day appear 
More ſweet unto my Sight, 
II praiſe I hy Name, conteſs Thy Word 


>, With all my Strength and Might. 
Pat is there nothing, deareſt Lord, 
y Which I ſhould give to Thee? 


4 Hel No ! for I cannot give myſelf, 
Becauſe Thou haſt bought me. 

| only can receive of Thine 
1e, Out of Thy endleſs Store, 
je, Unfold Thy hidden Riches, Lord, 
Still give me more and more. 


G XLVIT. 
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XLVII. 


From the German. 


Ne. 535. 
t OW ſweer's the Dream of her 


ſleeps, | 
Ev'n Thee, Thou happy Bride 
When chooſing for Thy Keſt the Place, 
Where thy Beloved dy'd. 


2 The Bands that bound Thy Lover faſt, 
Unbind Thee from Thy Pain, 
His piercing Cry that ſooths Thy Soul, 
And ſings to ſleep again. 
3 The Nails which caus'd him ſo mut 
Smart, 
Thy heav'nly Seat make faſt; 
He bears thee on His Heart, Thou Him, 
Sleep on, and take thy Reſt, 


4 Huſh, ſtir not up the Friend of Chriſt, 
Wake not the lovely Bride; 
Son:e Viſion cauſeth her to ſmile, 
Sie ices His open Side. 
I 


XLVII 
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XLVIIL 


Uſband of Souls ; Thy Stream of Grace 
Forth from the Spring of Blood, 
O'erflow us, in the Way Thou know'ſt, 
Again to make all good; 
What Adam loſt by his fad Fall, 
As far he fell from Thee; 
When all his Innocence he loſt, 
And his Simplicity. 
O give us Child-like ſimple Hearts, 
Our Conſcience cleanſe from Sin; 
fall, WO lead us always to Thy Blood, 
To make us pure within : 
oul, Deſtroy our Fancy's reſtleſs Life, 
That ever flies from Thee; 
Oo mu ct our Ideas hallow'd be, 


And full of Purity. 


So ſhall Thy bleeding Heart rejoice, 
And Thou o'er us be glad; 

o ſhalt Thou ſee Thy dear Reward, 
And all thy Sorrows paid: 

For all the Wages Thou requir'ſt, 
For all thy Smarts and Pains, 

5 but thy Children to redeem, 
And take away their Chains, 


G 2 ALI 


. 


1 Him, 


hriſt, 


XL VII 
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. 
From the German. 
Ne, $52. 


i Am a little Child you ſee, 
My Strength is little too, 
But yet I fain would ſaved be; 
Lord, tezch me what to do. 


2 My Saviour, hear; Thou for my Good 
Wert pleas'd a Child to be, 
And Thou didit ſhed Thy precious Bloc 
Upon tie Crots for me. 


3 My deareſt Saviour, tell me how 
My Thankfulneſs to ſhew 
For all Thy Love, before and now, 
Elie I ſtall never know. 


[ think, ſince I fo often hear 
That |'hou doit want my Heart 
As Thy Reward and Purchaſe dear, 
That Thou in Earneſt art. 


5 Come then, and take this Heart of min 
Come take me as I am, 
I know that I by right am Thane, 
Thou loving gracious Lamb, 


6 Dt 
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Down at 'Thy Feet ftill may I bow, 
Be thine, my Saviour, {till, 

In nothing bad myſelf allow, 
Nor ever ſhew Self- Will. 


But I am weak, and nothing can, 
s Myſelf can nothing do; 
Help me, O Thou Almighty Man, 
Help my Companions too. 


Preſerve our little Hearts ſecure 
From ev'ry Hurt and Stain, 

Firſt make them, and then keep them pure, 
And ſhut to all that's vain. 


If early Thou would'ſt have me die, 
« Blool O that no Harm will be: 
Into Thy Arms I then will fly, 
And ever live with Thee. 


d If thou would'ſt have me longer ſtay, 
In Years and Stature grow, 


* Help me to ſerve Thee Night and Day, 
hile I am here below. 
t Then after walking in Thy Ways 
. And ſerving Thee in Love, 
88 put a bleſt End unto my Days, 
And kiſs me there above. 
of mint 
e, G 3 1 
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L. 


10 From the Getman. 
1 Ne. 1081. 


1 T Bow before the Father's Throne; 
With equal Awe before Thee fall, 
Thou only firſt begotten Son, 
Appointed Lord and Heir of all ! 
Appointed, ſince Thy bloody Fight, 
I'o call and draw the Sons of Men, 
Thy Property by juſteſt Right, 
Since bought with Agony and Pain. 


2 To Thy great Majeſty be Praiſe, 
|| Which ſuffer'd ſuch a Wretch to be, 
; And help'd me, thro' attracting Grace, 
The Father's loving Heart to ee : 
| Which for ſo many Years my Heart 
j With Cords of Love unwearied drew, 
1 And now, by ev'ry Way and Art, 


1 WW 


| | 3 Thanks for all this, Fternal Friend, 
1 And for all that which I forget, 
And all I cannot comprehend ; 
For Thou'rt unfathomably great. 


| | Wh 


Strives to compleat the Creature New, 


'Tis all forgiven thro' that Blood 


Collection of Hymns, 67 } 


When I Thy Love aſtoniſh'd ſee, 
What Lengths, Breadths, Depths and Heights 
ariſe! 


Eternity, Immenſity, 
Theſe are its only Boundaries. 


1 


ES U, each blind and trembling Soul 
J Let Thy ſoft Voice perſuade, 
In all Diſtreſs to come to Thee 

We need not be afraid, 


Is Sin our Grief ? whatever Sin, 
(No Difference it makes : ) 


Thou ſpilledſt for our ſakes. 


Is Unbelief the Thing we feel ? 
(Above all Vice accurſt:) 

Yet when Thou diedſ for all Sins, 
Thou didſt include the worſt. 


Have we (which bitter is indeed) 
Forſook thy Love when known? 
Yet Thou a gentle Matter art, 
Nor wilt the Weak diſown. 


Are we o'erwhelm'd with Thought and 


Care, 
Hath 


A — 6 
— _ 1 


2 
; 
| r 


2 Th' eternal Father's only Son 


68 Collection of Hymns, 


Hath Sorrow ſeiz'd our Breaſt ? 
Tho! *tis a Shame it ſhould be ſo, 
Yet thou wilt give us Reſt. 


— — — 


6 Are we uncertain what's the Caſe, 
But feel we are not right? 
We need but leave our Heart to Thee, 
Be ſimple in Thy Sight, 

7 See we ſometimes, that in ourſelves 
There dwelleth no goo!l Thing? 
Yet flill Thy Body on the Croſs 

Did full Salvation bring. 


LII. 
From the German. 
N'. 60. 
1 ESU S] all Praiſe is due to Thee, 
That Thou wert pleas'd a Man to be, 
A Virgin's Womb Thou didſt not ſcorn, 


And Angels ſhout to ſee Thee born, 
Hallelujat 


OO» hg >» ——— 


* 1 


222 


Takes up a Manger for his Throne. 


The everlaſting Sov*reign Good and i 
Aſſumes our feeble Fleſh and Blood. 

| Hzallelujt 

3 Vid 


A Collection of Hymns. 6g 


} Whom Earth could not contain, nor Skies, 
He on a Woman's Lap now lies, 
He who the World's Foundation laid 


Is now a little Infant made. 
Hallelujah, 


The Son, th' Almighty God confeſs'd, 
In his own World becomes a Gueſt ; 
And therefore poor on Earth he came, 


That we might all his Riches claim. 
Hallelujah. 


| The everlaſting Light we view 
Giving the World a Luſtre new, 
| His Beams diſpel the dusky Night, 
And make us Children of the Light. 
Hallelujab. 


For us theſe Wonders hath he wrought, 

To ſhew his Love ſurpaſſing Thought, 

For this we all will joyful be 
Log And thank him thro' Eternity. 
; Hallelujah, 


LIII. 


ES U, knit all our Hearts to Thee, 
And join us all in one; 

ind in our Meetings ev'ry where 

Be Thou our Aim alone. 


n 
7 lelujat 


lelijs 
Vid 
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70 ÞA Collestion of Hymns. 
Be Thou ſole Monarch of our Hearts; 


May we, as Sinners, lie 
Low at the Feet of Thee, my Lamb, 
To all Eternity ? 


EIV. 


From the German. 


No. 97. 
I ESU, my Light and ſure Defence, 
My Life, my Joy, my Confidence, 
hy bloody Sweat my Cordial be, 
Thy Bonds procure my Liberty: 


2 The Strokes upon Thy Back and Face 
My Scars and Marks of Sin eraſe, 


Thy Shame, Reproach and thorny Cron 


Theſe be my Glory and Renown. 


3 Thy parching Thirſt and Cup of Gall 


Refreſh me when I faint or fall; 
Thy loud and agonizing Cry 
My Paſs-port be whene'er 1 die. 


4 Thy five dear Wounds torn wide for me 


* My Rock-Holes and my Refuge be, 
Where like a Dove I may withdraw 
Safe from the helliſh Vulture's Claw. 


* Iſaiah ii. 19. Rev. vi. 15. 


L.. 


Collection of Hymns, 7 


LV. 


From the German. 


No. 973. 


ES U, our glorious Head and Chief, 
] Sweet Object of our Hearts Belief, 
O let us in Thy Nail-Holes fee 
Our Pardon and Election free; 
And in the Op'ning of thy pierced Side, 
Freely go in, and out, and feed, and hide f 


This Thing a Wonder may be ſtil'd: 

Firſt it ſeems eaſy for a Child, 

Which yet a Hero can't atchieve, 

And dies before he can believe: 

'Tis the top-art of thoſe around the Throne, 
'Tis that whereby the little Flock is known, 


While human Nature ſhall remain, 

While Jeſus Lord and Chriſt ſhall reizn 3 

So long will 24:5 unvaried go 

For the whole Goſpel's A and O“: 

The Wiſdom this which only doth excel ; 
Children of Wiſdom all! you know it well. 
4 And 


A and O ſtand for Alpha and Omega, the firſt and 
Letter in the Greek Alphabet, and ſignifies here the 
and Subſtance of the Goſpel. 


. 


ö e — 
= _— — 
* — * 


1 


5 What tho' my Lips were ſtiff and dry; 


6 I ſpeak then, who will lend an Ear; 


»>z A Collection of Hynxs. 
4 And now, dear Lord, I Thee intreat, Al 


(Thy Child that twines around Thy Feet, Wt 1 
That can't without Thee live an Hour, 1. 
Thee, my Soul's Huſband, Rock and Toy! 

Whom above all Things, ev'n myſelf, lo B 


O let me in this Language ſtill improve! i 


The Spirit but his Breath ſupply, 

(Who ſpeaks before the glorious Throne 
In T hunder's and in Trumpet's Tone, 
And from the Altar gives the living Col 
Words will flow eaſy, ſuch as fire the Sud 


Who is o'erwhelm'd with Guilt and Feu 
And feels how deep Sin's Ruſt eats in, 
And that he's nothing elſe but Sin 
Which way to turn or move, can no wa 


tell? Th 

Let ſuch but hear, the Thing will turn = 
well. | \ ; 

1 

But he who from his Infant ſtate 82 
With Check perhaps has never met, Be, 


What Fleſh and Blood is can't decide, 15 
Scarce knows what Av'rice means, or Pri an 
Can from himſelf in all Things find Relie 

He's an unhappy Man, both blind and de 


Praiſe to the Book of Life we yield; 


At firit by Me/es Veil conceal'd, 
Mat 


ö. A Collection of Hy uns. 73 


reat, Made faſt and ſure with ſevenSezl;, 

iy Feet, Till firlt one to the Lamb appezls ; 

Hour, Ihe Lamb, whom all the Sinner's Frierd 
nd Tow! contels, 

ſelf, lod But the {worn Foe of Self-wrought Righ- 
prove! if teouſneſs. 


The Word portray'd upon the Wood 
Beams forth Love's fiery Rays in Blood ; 
That is: Here hangs [mmnnuc!, 
1 The Oppoſite of Haz zel 


one | . 
ng Cor) Nature ftarts back, condemns tie Fancy 
the Sou odd 9 

Confirms it with an Oath t!Immorta! God: 
4 ; d Sure as live! proclaims the Lord; 
nd feuß (A fx d Amen, whole ev'ry Word, 
S in, Whoſe Word and Work together ſtand, 
a Þy peaking, working his Command, 
1 NO vag ho ne'er repents tum of his firm Decree) 

Thou Halt, my San, a Prieſt for ecver be. 

I turn ot b 

Je comes, the only Son of God, 

Ind tells wherein his prieſthood ood; 6 

8. any he, The F. ther logie. the Sox, 1 
et, C.. "WU 7 bis Life , he lovety . HH | | 
7 f 
_ 1 1 ſav e, as wa 5 decrec 7 human Race, 1 
or 1711 And bring in ever! Lalting R Righteouſneſs. || 
1 Relit 1 
and ded 2 The Words rile glaring to our View | 

and cach believer feels t. lem true;: wn | 
d; H Feels, | 


Hebrew fer the Scipe-Crat. 


| 74 A Collection of Hynxs. 
Feels, that for him the Lamb of God 
WET! Shed on the Croſs his precious Blood. We 
| Of little Uſe all Proofs, all Means bel 
The Chriſtian he, who feels that Chrilt 
dy'd. 
| 13 When any, thro' a Beam of Light, 
if Can ſee and own they are not right, 
But enter on a Legal Strife, 
Amend their former Courſe of Life, 
And work, and toil, and ſweat from! 
| to Day; 
Such to their Saviour quite miſtake the v: 


/ 
8 
( 


14 But when a poor awaken'd Heart 
Ev'n turns and winds with inward Smart 
Sin's horrid Nature well perccives, 
That it can nothing do believes. | 
Longs to be ſav'd, deſpairs of Self. rele 
He hardly turns, but Chriſt demand: 

Grief. 


15 How are you? O! I'm far from weh 
all in my Blood deſerving Hell. 
Then ſpeaks the Friend of Souls: My B! 
There take thy Abſolution; 1 


y* . Th. 
Pelieve and ſtand upright, my Robe put! 
1 Keep thy Eye ſix'd on me, rejoice and! 5 
| 16 The Soul receives a Spirit new, The 
f 


And docs as Jefus bids her do: Co: 


v.18 A Collection of Hymns. 73 il 

God 70 him ſhe ſtedfaſt looks, believes, 

ood. ME And feels the mighty Life he gives 3 

ns bed: She ſtands upright, accepts the Robe divine, 

Chrilt of Crics, I am Thine, my Love, and Thou arc 
mine. 

oht, 1 A Sinking, Shame, and Pow'r divine, 

ht At once in ſweet Communion join: 

or F T kev root themſelves within the Heart, 

Life, WW Cited never more to part: 

from D No more for Want of Strength good Mo- 
tions die, 

e the ui 1 eſe Graces meet with conſtant Victory. 


The Soul at firſt a Calm enjoys, 


1 hen feaſts, and next to Action flies, 
nn Where Faith's unconquerable Might 
es, Undaunted meets its glorious Fignt ; - 
selg reid dhe works, and after all her Work is o'er 
r lost commonly ſhe thinks of it no more. 
9 But ſhould unſeemly Joy take Place 
F [When ſhe reviews her Work of Grace, 
Mm wen Immediately comes holy Shame, 
© Met Preſents ſo many Faults by Name ; ; 
” RAS | Bluſhing ,ſhe turns to Jeſu's blood and ſweat, 
be pol Thanks God whene'er ſhe can herſelf for- 
de and! —_ 


And now in ev'ry Time and Place, 
Ihe faithful Soul ev'n gaſps for Grace ; 
| Conlders ev'ry Night and Day, 

il 2 How | 


, 


3 


76 A Collection ef Hymns, 


How ſhe may true Obedience pay 
To Him, who made her free from Dead 
and Hell, 


And deftun'd her in bliſeſul Realms to ds! 


21 Lord! did Thy witneß-benring loud? 
Rot whiſper, and not thunder loud, 
The Reafon would more plain appear, 
Why many ſtill nor fee, nor hear; 

But Wonder ceaſe ! fince each at home nm: 
find, | 

That Men, by Nature, are both deaf 2 
Lind. 


22 At Jeſu's Word each Witneſs flies 


Joopen all the blinded Eyes; 

Ard when we call, the Lord is near, 
Cries Epphatha ! the Deaf can hear; 
No longer is the Goſpel preach'd in vain, 
No longer does the Lamb un-ey'd remain. 


23 We the Lamb's happy Subjects are; 
And ſimply we our Gifts declare, 
Which he to us vile Duſt imparts, 


Since his Love's Dart has reach'd 0 
Hearts ; 

We fain would ſeg whole Troops fic 
ev'ry Land ä 

Plac'd on the Right among the Hleſſe 
ſtand. 


24 Ti 


® Hebrews ii. T, 


* 


1 Deu 


* "1 
MO GWE: 


Collection of Fly ns. 77 


. The Lord himſelf gives forth the Word, 


We preach moſt gladly Chriſt the Lord; 

O Thou our glorious Head and Chief, 

Give each who hears us, true Belief; 

May our Call pierce thro' ev'ry Heart and 
Ear, 

And when we point Thee out, do Thou 


Ane 
4 E car. 


LVI. 


FESU, that gentle Touch of Thine 
Which doth our Souls to Thee incline, 

Which makes us taſte how good Thou art, 

And ſoftens and inſtructs the Heart: 

A Gift of how great worth is this ? 


is a ſmall Thread that leads to Bliſs ; 


Its Drawings may we ſtill attend, 
And meckly follow to the Exd. 


Wretched the Man who turns away, 
And will not with his Saviour ſtay ; 
As wretched he who ſtrait grows proud 
For inward Sweetneſs once beſtow'd. 
They ſhall be built as living Stones 
On Chriſt the Rock, and only tliey 
Who cleave to Him as little Ones, 

And ſilent wait, and ſoon obey, 


H 3 LVII. 
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78 A Collection of Hymxs. 


40 

1 E S U, Thou art the only Good, ; G 
Which can my needy Soul ſuſtain; . 

Fill all its Wants with that dear Blood, W 4 


Which trickled forth from ev'ry Vein 
Of Thine, my Lamb, when on the Croſs 

Thou didſt endure ſuch grievous Smart 
Such Pain, ſuch bitter Agonies, 

To gain my ſinful worthleſs Heart. 


2 To Thee then I myſelf reſign, 

Amaz'd at this ſo boundleſs Grace, 
Which doth extend to ev'ry Soul 

Of Adam's fallen helpleſs Race: 
Reſtoring each who does believe 

Unto his Heav'n, by Chriſt regain'd, 
That he his Life hencetorth may live 

To Him who daily proves his Friend, 


3 We all are Thine, ſince Thou haſt died | 

Therefore, ye Fears and Terrors ceaſe W Bu 

Jeſus the Morning Star appears, Co 
And bids my troubled Soul be Peace ; [ 

Which long hath ſunk beneath the Load I * © 
Of Reas'ning, Unbelief and Pride ; p 

At laſt the uſeleſs Strife gives o'er, " 
And cleaves to Jeſus crucified, 


4 Ci: Ade 


ce, 


ain'd, 
ive 
"riend, 
ſt died! 
rs ceaſe 


cace ; 
e Load 
ide; 


, 


4 Ci 


A Colle#ion of Hymns, 79 


Grant me a deeper Hold on Thee, 


That at Thy Feet I may remain 


A poor believing Suppliant, 


Sill glorying in T hy Jeſus- name; 


; The Pow'r of which whoever feels, 


Will find himſelf from Sin ſet free, 


And all T hings which could e'er cauſe Pain 


In Time or in Eternity. 


LVIII. 
J S U, Thou Sinner-loving Lord, 
0 


Fullneſs of Life, and Peace divine 
uch with thy chearing, quick' ning Word, 
This cold, this lifeleſs Heart of mine; 
Speak from Thy bleſs'd Abode above, 
O' ercome and melt me into Love. 


I'm full of Fears, and Hopes, and Care, 
(Amazements of the Curs'd below) 

The dark'ning Cloud would breed Deſpair ; 
It intercepts thy chearing Brow : 

But come and ſhed abroad Thy Light, 

Come break the thick Ægyptian Night, 


J own I am a Sinner vile: 


From Unbelief is all my Smart ; 
But ah! chaſtiſe me with a Smile, 
And holy Shame ſhall warm my Heart ; 
Again will I in Tranſport ſweet 
Adore Thy Wounds, and kiſs Thy Feet. 
4 Give 


VO i ACY 4, My . n 0 ＋— th — _ 
hr - — * 2 
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80 A Collection of Hy mins, 


4 Give me a little While to lean 


My troubled Head upon Thy Breaſt ; 
There will I learn to love again, 

And loſe my Cares, and find my Ref: 
Tis only there my Wants will ceaſe, 
The Port of Bliſs, the Sphere of Peace, 


5 Thence will I wonder at my Fears, 


And bleſs and own the Lord my Chief; 
I'll bleſs Thee with a thouſand Tears, 
And hate this ſullen Unbelief : 
Thence will I learn to doubt no more, 
But truſt thy Love, and wait thy Pow'r, 


LIX. 


From the German. 


1 1 Pant for Mercy free: 


Yes, I ſhould weep a Sea, 
Did I not Jeſus know, # 
Who gave himſelf for me 
Up to the Traitor ſo, 

And to the Judge ſevere, 
And to the Croſs and Spear, 
And to the Sepulchre. 


x3 


O my Im:-:anuel, 

My Soul come bleſs and heal; 
She ſcarce can ſhew her Face, 
She can't her Grief conceal, 


eaſt ; 


Reſt; 
ſe, 
ace. 


Chief; 


rs, 
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ow'r, 


Collection of Hymns. 


For ah! ſhe's in 1 
My Lamb, the Cauſe 
Thou bled'ſt to buy her Bliſs, 


is this, 


And ſhe unfaithful is. 


Were others ſerv'd like Thee, 


Whoever they might be, 
And in whatever Land, 
Their Rage I ſoon ſhould ſee, 


I ſoon ſhould feel their Hand: 


But this affords me Pain, 

The Lamb will not complain, 
Will not reply again. 

Should all the patient Love 

In heav'nly Breaſts above, 
And all Mankind below, 

At Once united prove, 

In one Heart meet and grow ; 
His Patience, O my Friends, 
Far beyond this extends, 

Far wide and never ends, 


Love is his Nature ſtill, 
Faithſul his Heart and Will, 
Jam his helpleis Worm, 
Whereon he ſhews his Skill; 
cannot ought perform, 
But only quiet reſt, 

Look to his loving Breaſt, 
And let him do what's beſt, 
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82 A Cullection of HyMNs. 


6 Who would not think to ſee 
Pure Wonders now from me ? 
What fineſt Fruits ſhould yield 
T' adorn his Grace ſo free, 
My Heart's well-water'd Field ? 
Alas! what ſhall I fay ? 

Haſte, reach a Leaf, I pray, 
I fink for Shame away. 


7 Myſelf what, juſtify ! 
That can I not, I cry, 
Or to the Father ſay, 
Faithful and true am I: 
Complains the Fiend alway, 
That I no Service do, 
Herein I join him too; 


Thou Lamb canſt not do fo ! 
8 However, deareſt Lamb, 


Thou leav'ſt me not in Same; 


Jam Thy Fleſh and Bone, 
Who weak and helpleſs am, 
Yet fain would *bide thy own; 
Who for the World did'ſt pray, 
And for thy Flock each Day, 
For me Thou know'ſt a Way. 


9 Accus'd I ſurely am, 
In this and that to blame, 
In more than I can gueſs: 


Stands in the Gap the Lamb, 


> = rr pig Maca ow 


1 


- 


X Cuollection of HyMxs. 
And helps me in Diſtreſs, 


O give me gracious Son, 
{ Before thy glorious Throne, 
Free Abſolution. 


10 Jehovah, Bridegroom dear, 


Rehold me guilty here, 
Knowing the Shame ſo great 
(To thee 'tis likewiſe clear) 
Brought on our married State; 
And here I have no Veil, 

Yet hath my Soul Thy Seal, 

O my Immanuel. 


1 O my Immanuel! 

My Soul come bleſs and heal, 
With Grace anoint it o'er, 

Thy Oil of Joy reveal; 

day to my Inſect poor, 

All thy Reproach is mine, 

And all my Merit's thine, 

How glorious ſhalt Thou ſhine! 


12 All this, Lamb, I believe! 
There there my Shame receive, 
Impart Thy Peace to me, 

To work thy Power give, 

Then tir'd I ſhall not be: 
Amen! how true is this, 

] am becauſe He is, 


And he is Love's Abyſs. 
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82. A Colletion of Hruxs. 


EX. 1 
1 Js there a Thing beneath the Sky, - 

| I Can comfort give or ſatisfy, 
But my dear Saviour's Wounds ? ; 
There is a ſweet and conſtant Peace, F. 

A Treaſure hid of richeſt Grace, 
All elſe are empty Sounds. 80 


e Vet ſink, my Soul, fall down wich Shame 
Before his Face, who only came 
To ſuffer, bleed and die; 
O think upon thy Sin and Guilt, 
For which his gracious Blood was ſpilt, 
Thou drift him crucify. 
g See, thou vile Piece of ſinful Duſt, 
Thy deareſt Lord ſweat for thy Luſt, 
Till Drops of Blood fall down : 


See who it is lies proſtate there, 


Hear his thrice utter d mournful Pray 'r, ; 
Mark ev'ry Sign and Groan. Th 
4 I'm loſt in Wonder and Amaze, In | 


Here I'll abide and melt and g-2e, R 
'Tis God's beloved Son! 
How heavy is that Weight he bears, 
His Soul's oppreſs'd with Grief and Fear, 
The bitter Cup comes on. 
5 Lord, doſt Thou ſuffer thus for me:? 
Doſt Thou feel all this Miſery, 


! \ 
] 110 


A Collection of Hyuns. 35 


To give me Life and Peace ? 
Tien will I bear this on my Heart, 
My 1! is parchas'd with Thy Smart, 


Ys Thy Bl: od ſigns my Releaſe. 
? But ſce thy Lord dragg'd like a Thief, 
e, For thee he bore this Shame and Grief, 


Scorns, Buffetings, and Stripes : 
See him nail'd to the Croſs's Wood, 
Deſpis'd by Man, and bath'd in Blood 
Thy Debt away this wipes, 


Yet look again, and thou ſhalt ſee 

O'er Death he's got the Victory, 
ſpilt, And ſtands at God's Right-hand, 

A Prieſt for ever to remain, 

tie Lamb from everlaſting ſlain, 


His Kingdom fait hill land. 


Behold in Heav'n all bow the Knee 

To him who hung upon the Tree, 
And Adoration pay : 

Then, O my Soul, do thou afpi:e 

In Heart and Soul to join this Choir 

in Heart and Soul to j his Choir, 
And thy dear Lord obey. 


1 
From the German. 
No- 1197. 


Thirſt, Thou wounded Lamb of God, 
To waſh me in Thy cleanſing Blood; 
Ta 
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«I 


To dwell within Thy Wounds ; then Pain 
Iz ſweet, and Life or Death is Gain. 


Take my poor Heart, and let it be 
For ever clos'd to all but Thee! 

Seul Thou my Breaſt, and let me wear 
That Pledge of Love for ever there. 


How bleſt are they, who ſtill abide 
Cloſe ſhelter'd in 'I'hy bleeding Side! 


Who Lite and Strength from thence derive, 


B . 
And by Thee move, and in Thee live! 
What are our Works but Sin and Death, 
ill Thou thy quick'nin 85 *pirit breathe ! 
Thou giv'ſt the Pow'r Thy Grace to more, 
O wondrous Grace ! O boundleſs Love ! 


How can it be, Thou heav nly King. 
That Thou ſhould'ſt us to Glory bring! 
Mzaic Slaves the Partners of Thy Throne, 
Dec d with a never fading Crown! 


Hence our Hearts melt, our Eyes o'erfiow, 


Our Words are of, nor will we know, 
Nor will we think of ought | beſide, 
My Lord, my Love, 1s crucify'd. 


Ah Lord! enlarge our ſcanty Thought, 
To know the Wonders T7 hou has wrought! 
Unlooſe our ſtamin'ring Tt ougue, to tell 
Thy Love, immenſe, unſearchable. 
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5 Firſt-born of many Brethren Thon, 
To Thee, lo! all our Souls we bow; 
% Thee our Jearts and Hands we vive, 
Thine may we die, Thine may we live. 


LI. 


1 F'VE thought, and thought and thought 
again, 
Still did my Thoughts to nothing come, 
Jill wearied I cried out for Grace; 
And then the Saviour took me Home. 
2 Now ſafe He hides me in his Wounds, 
And nurſes me becauſe I'm poor, 
With Reas'ning dark and dim Thowohts 
I need perplex myſelf no wore. 


Lead me each Day, for Lord Thou know ꝰſt 
long to be ev'n as Thou art; 
For ſince I've taſted Thy Frec Gra, 
I can't but love Thee in my Heart. 


4 I'll make a Cov'nant then with Thee, 
Never to be diſſolv'd again; 
Thy poor Child I will always be, 
And Thou my Father ſhalt remain, 


5 And when at any Time I ſtray, 
Or Satan would my Soul aſſail, 
Unto Thr: Blood and Wounds I'll flze, 
That Refuge which can never fail. 
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10 

611 

| [i From the German, 


| 1 J Now ye, how redeeming Grace 
| Saw us late in deep Ditprace, 

j | In th' Extremity of Fer ? 

| Then did Jeſu's Blood appear — 
Jetus purg'd our Guilt aws yy — 
This was done as Yeſterday ; 
Now we're tiken to H:s Heart, 
Booties of his dying Smart. 


: 
i 

| 

? 

' 

: 

[ | | 2 Bleeding Mediator, Thou! 
1 

i 

6 

| 


— - 
— es es 


Did I always proſtrate bow, 
Did I bath with Tears Thy Feet, 
| Kiſs them oft with Kiſſes ſweet, 
| For Thy free electing Grace, 
THIN I ſhould ne'er the Debt eraſe : 
| | | Seize me as Thy Purchaſe due, 
| And a thouſand others too. 


| LXIV, 
| 1415 | From the German. 


1 Amb, Lamb, O Lamb, 
With Eyes of Flame, 


—ů 
. 
— 


| 


t, 


Collection of Hy ws, 


So throughly prov'd, 

So griev'd, and yet ſo lov'd ! 

My Heart's not mine, not mine; 
r 

My Lamb once ſlain, 

Thy Croſs, Thy Pain, 

Thy Blood, Thy Toll, * 
Have claim'd it for their Spoil. 


Thy bloody Sweat, 

Which with ſuch Heat 

Did from Thee flow, 

Bedew*d the Earth below: 

Each Drop of which warm Flood 
Of Blood, 

Each Curſe hath drown'd, 

That can be found 

In all God's Book, 

And to us Vengeance ſpoke, 


be that my Guide, 

Thro' a World wide, 

Where Chriſt is nam'd, 

Yet in the Heart blaſphem'd ! 
Thou deareſt, ſweeteſt Heart, 
What Smart 


Goes thro? the Whole 


{ th* inmoſt Soul, 
Vhen one conceives 
low that the Saviour grieves ? 


I 3 


89 


4 The 


90 


The Lamb's ſweet Art 


Hath won my Heart; 
His Voice I prov'd, 


J bow'd, believ'd and loy'd. 
John pointed out the Lamb 
That came; 

There, there he is 
The Sp'rit ſays, Ves 
The Soul's in Fear 

Then Jeſu's Self draws near. 


6 The piercing Look, 


That deeply truck 
Poor Peter's Heart, 


That ſhews Thee what Thou art; 
The poor Soul owns its Caſe, 


Says Ves — 
It knows not how 
To think or do, 


A Collection of Hyxs. 


4 The Spirit pure, 
That 1 eacher ſure, 
The Lamb reveres, 
And inwardly declares ; 
His ſure Light makes appear 
Moſt clear, 
What in Heav'n's Book 
For Sin 1s took : 
And ſays in brief, 
The Sin is Unbelief. 


r 


2 2 


* 


art; 
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Is loft, it cries, 

But this the Lamb denies ; 
Who, kind and mild, 
Says:“ Poor dear Child, 
I have once died; 


To thee Death's miſapply'd : 


Now dies no Man of Courſe, 


Or Force; 


Who will not live, 

Who will me grieve — 
Why — they muſt die : 

Such their own Wills deftroy.” 


8 Let the World hear! 


God's Son and Heir, 


| Who to us came, 


And for us bore the Blame, 


Ard truly thirty Year 


Liv'd here, 

Deſpis'd and mean, 

And then was ſlain : 

Ihe Ranſom He 

For all the World and me. 


) Thereby Tl ſtand 


With Life in Hand : 
Me Help afford 


| To bear this Witneſs, Lord; 


That many may embrace 
This Grace; 


gt 


— 
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{il And this good News 
1818" Will we diffuſe 
LINN In ev'ry Land, 


The Lord will by us ſtand, 


LAY, 
1 Amb, Lamb, Thou ſlaughter'd wort! 


1 | Lamb ! 
Thou Saviour! Jeſus is Thy Name, 
Th' anointed Son of God : 
Anointed to redeem loſt Man, 1 
To ſwallow up both Sin and Pain F 
By ſhedding of Thy Blood. 0 


2 Thou art our great High- prieſt indeed, WL: 
Thou didſt for all poor Sinners bleed IF '! 
When on Mount Calvaty; * 
Twas there Thou mad'ſt a Way for all N iy 
Who Sinners were thro' Adam's Fall, Fy 


A Way to come to Thee, Es 

No other Way there is but this Gin 

To endleſs Happineſs and Bliſs ; Sto 

| | No other, but Thy Death: Go 
| | - On that then may all meditate, Ih. 
oy And patient!y, as Sinners, wait, * 
| 


Till Thou Thy Spirit breathe, 


4 Lord we are Thine, ſince Thou haſt dis 
And for our Sins haſt fatisfy'd, 
| Wi 


- r 
— « * 
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When on the ſhameful Crofs : l 
o Thee then only may we live, 


And count all elſe but Loſs. 


| 
} 
; . if 
And our whole Hearts up to Thee give, 
| 
| 


LXVI. 


d wort 
Amb, what Wonders haſt Thou wrought ? 
je, Thou h:ft, >maers dearly bougut: | 
HAplets, vile, and th inkleſs we, | 
We hive Rigtit to come to Thee. 
Doom'd by Law to endleſs Pains, 
Captive held by thouſand Chains, 
deed, I Ianb! One Thing has brought us thro? 3 
eed. was Tay being {1:ughter'd fo. { 
Who then would not come to Thee ? [ 
/ for all W Who need fear he loſt ſhould be? 


* ally Ev'ry one that comes Thou tak'it, 
E.'ry Yoke and Chain thou break'ſt. | 


din and Mig*rv, Guilt and Fear, | 
Stop Thee not, but bring Thee near: | 
Go, ye Sinners; this J know, ( 
I have — ye may find it fo. {1 
O that all my Words would hear, 1 
O would Sinners lend an Ear | 


Would they go, they all would find 
Ihat He caſteth none behind. 


6 He 


rr — 


g 
5 
f 


FR ATED „ om —— ̃ — 
1 : OO 1. oe . 
* — * 5. * a 


— — 
—— — — * 


- —— We VO or ne En ̃ —œ 2 ð⅛— — 
a by — 


94 A Collection of Hvuxs. 


6 He will ne'er reproach a Heart, 
Has it much or little Smart : 
He each Soul will welcome Home, 
Say, My Sinner, art thou come ? 
2 © I have waited long for thee, 
* Wich'd, and that moſt earneſtly, 
That thou knew'ſt what I had cone, . 
** What I bore for thee, my Son. 
8 © How my Smart and all my Blood Wy 
* 'Thee have reconcil'd to God; | 
This I wiſh'd that ſome would tell, MW. 
% This I knew would make thee well, 


9 © Bring thy Sin, thy Guilt and Fear: .! 
* Sec my Side, come hide Thee here Heu 
* Sprinkle with My Blood thy Heart, lat 
AJ hen the Slayer muſt depart. Mm 
lo © Henceforth keep thy Eye on Me, Non 
* Thou ſhalt ne'er forſaken be; * 
„ for Thee have ſhed My Blood, Feb 
* Should I keep back other Good? ' 
11 Who can tell how much He'll ſay bat 
Talking with us Night and Day ? her 
Do not think it is not trae, end 
This He even means for you. he 
n 


12 O that all my Words would hear, vant 


O that ail would lend an Ear! 
f 3 t, 4 
Ev'ry Soul that tries, will find cau 


That He calech none behind, 


LY 


s. 7 Collection of Hus. 95 


LXVII. 

ne, 
nc? , Lamb, O Lamb, my Sacrifice ! 

\ly Heart delights to wortlip Thee, 
ſtly, Ince by the Gift of Faith I know, 
d done, i ou waſt made Man to die for me. 
0 boa Lamb, haſt broke the Chains of Sin, 
oo Heptire haſt led Captivity ; 
1; :d Satan now muſt trembling own, 
11d tell, Mn Thine, becauſe Thou diedſt for me. 
ce well ow when my Sins appear, and I 
| Fer: Wy Heart in its worſt Light do ſee ; 
ee here own 'tis true, and thank the Lamb, 
Heart, What could vouchſafe to die for me. 
om Sin and Fear, from Guilt and Shame, 
on Me, Nos does he watch to keep me free? 
e; none can think the tender Care 


ood, that dear Lamb, who dy'd for me. 


nether the World goes right or wrong, 
ay Whatc'er my Circumſtances be, 

7 r There'er I'm ſent, or move, or turn: 
ind the Lamb, who dy'd for me. 


hen I would ask for any Thing 
hear, vant, I have no other Plea, 
t, Abba, Father, give me this, 
cauſe the Lamb hath dy'd for me. 
7 When 
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7 When to the Gates of Neath I come, 


This ſhall a'one my Paſſport be, 4 

, . | 
And De:th mult let me go, becauſe | 
He knows the Lamb hath dy'd for we, . 


8 Can any find the ſmalleſt Curſe, 
Or Debt, from which I am not free? 
No, there's not one : For all was paid, 


And finiſh'd, when he dy'd for me. 


9 Should I be ask'd, how long ſhalt T hou 


Enjoy this H. aypineſs 3 ? Ill f. ay 3 


While poor in Spirit I remain, 
He'll 1.t me know he dy'd for me. ] 


ro Perhaps this Truth may fail? No, No, 
When Heav'n and Earth away ſhall fle. 
It ſtands ſecure upon his Word I] 
And Oath, that he has dy'd for me, 


11 Or ſhould one ask, Can no one elſe 
Have Part in this great Myitery ? ! 
Yes, all, the worſt, without Reſpect, Ihe 
Have Right to ſay, he dy'd for me. 


12 For the Confuſion, Fear and Sin, 
Yea, and the World's whole Miſery, Tu. 
Comes all from this, they don't believe iſ} 
In Him who dy'd for them and me. 


13 What Love is this, my deareſt Lamb? 
I'll ſerve no other Lord but Thee; 
It is but right that I ſhould live 
& 3 o Thee, When Thou haſt dy'd for me 

2 | 14 


te 
Jr me. 


Tee ? 
8 pad, 
NC. 


t Thou 


ne. 
No, No, 
hall flee, 


me. 
> elſe 
ſpect, 
me. 
Sin, 
iery, 
t believe 
me. 

} Lamb! 
1ce ; 


e 
d for me 
14 


A Collection of Hymns. 97 


. wal while the keav'n!y Choir abe, 


Praiſe Thee with ſweeteit Harmony, 
My Heart with all the S rength it hae, 
Shall ſing belo de, Thou diedſt for me. 


LXVIII. 
From the German. 
Ne. 1456. 


Amb! Lamb! O Lamb! ſo greitly try d, 
So griev'd and yet ſo lov'u, 
„le Heart's no longer mine, no, no ; 
Tis now the Lamb's zpprov'd ; 
The Scandard Crofs, the ſtreuming Wound 
Have claim'd it for their don; 
The Wages now, the due Reward 
Of ſeſu's Blood alone. 
he Blood ſweat which with glowing warmth 
Down from Thy Body flow'd, 
beceiw'd the Earth; and ev'ry Curſe 
In all the Bool: of God, 
That o'er the guilty Head of Aan 
Did fry Wrath diſply) 
This healing Stream, with ev'ry Drop, 
For ever waſh'd away. 
lay that bleſ. d Stream, thro? tuck a Wld 
I Up-bear me ſafe along. 
nere Jeſus dwells not in the Heart, 


R Ine 


4 
| 

: 
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I ho frequent on the Tongue; 
O lovely Jefu ! what fierce Smart 
Darts quick thro* Fleſh and Bone, 
When I reflect, how ſore at makes 
My Jeſus bleed and groan. 


4 The holy Teacher-Sp'rit, whoſe Light 
Convicts the World of Sin, 
The ſame does Honour to the Lamb, 
And paints him bright within : 
His bleſſed Mouth ſhews what Sin is, 
And ſays in full and brief: H, 
% Not tt believe in Chriſt is Sin, 


© The Sin is Unvelizf. 


5 That, that's the Man, who with ſweet Fo 

Has ſtol'n my Heart away; 

He ſhone ſo clearly in my Soul, 
I could not but obey ; 

Jobn pointed out th' incarnate Lamb, . 
And cry'd, Behold Him tnere, ti 

Ves, ſays the Spirit, no, the Soul, 
Till Jeſus Self draws near. * 


6 That piercing Jeſu's-look, which once 
Was Peter's happy Caſe, 
That ſhews thee ſoon, how vile thou a 
The poor Soul ſinks, ſays yes; 
And knows not, what to think or do, 
Gives itſelf up for loſt ; 


But then, that it might ne'er be ſo, 
The Lamb His Blood it colt. 


Who ftraitway ſays : Thou poor dear Child, 
I have already dy'd, 

Death has no Buſineſs now with thee, 
Come hide Thee in my Side : 

For fince I dy'd, chro*' Need or muſt 
No Son of Adam dies ; 

Who yet will die, and grieve my Heart, 
Such their own Will deſtroys. 


Hear, World ! the Hero-Lamb of God, 
Who came and ſojourn'd here, 

'reely took all upon himſelf, 

And liv'd ſome thirty Year, 

Deſpis'd indeed, and poor and mean, 
And on a Croſs was ſlain ; 

le's the Redemption-Ranſom-Price, 
For me and ev'ry Man, 

this J ſtand, for this great Trueh 
I'll venture Life and Blood; 

tand by me, ſtrengthen me, my God! 
To make this Witneſs good; 

lep me to bring ten thouſand Su, 
The ſame free Grace to feel: 

ſence forth PI] preach it more and more, 


The Lamb will ſet his Scal. 
K 2 LXIX. 
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LXIX. 
4 12 I trove my God to love, 


Long I trove his Laws to keep, 

t ain would fix my T hcughts above, 

Heop'd at leaſt I was his Sheep; 
Bat my firiving all prov'd vain, 
Still I found my Reart in Pain, 
Yet my Vile neſs never ſaw, 
Tul dec. rd accury'd by Law.* 
Then with Senſe of Guilt oppreſs'd 
All my Soul was ſunk in Fear, 
P. in and Anguiſh fiiPd my Breaſt ; 

Then did Jeſus Chriſt appear; 
Not with Vengearce in his Eyes, 
Mo, but as a Sacrifice 
Accept..ble unto God; 
Glorious CfFring ! precious Flood ! 
He was offei'd on the T'rce, 

Jeſus, the unſpotted Lamb: 
Warthy Truth, gre-t Myſtery! 

Fy his LICOod S.jvition came. 
Ry kis Stripes my Wourds are heal'd, 


By His Death God's Love's reveal'd; 


We once Strangers far from God 
Are brought nigh by Jeſu's Blood. 


* Rcm, vii. 9. Gal. ui. 10. 
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Source of Hope, Lamb's precious Blood, 
Fain would I Thy Praiſes fing ! 

Jokity d by Thee fore God, 
Tkro' Thee made a Prieſt and King. 

Other Thing I know of none 

That can for our Sins attone, 

Only Jeſa's precious Blood ; 

Therefore That's my chiefeſt Good. 


Now no more ] ſtrive in vain : 


le u's Love hath won my IJeart; 
Fix'd my Thoughts, and free from Pain, 


In his Death I have a Part; 
Priis'd for ever be the Lamb! 
le for me has bore the Blame; 
Prais'd for ever be that Blood 
Which has brought me near to God. 


IXX. 


Ook up, my Soul, and fee thy God 
Nail'd ble edinz on the Tree, 
Proctiim his Grace, and praiſe his Love, 
Which brought him there for thee. 


betold his vierced Hands and Feet, 
His Body ſtain'd wit!: Blood 3 


The Thorns which crobn'd his fi cred Head, 


Increas'd ode crimſon Flood: : 


TroſeWounds, and Bruiſes, Blows,ard Stri; 
Ic fuffer'd in thy Stead, - » . 
TY 
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With all thoſe Scorns and taunting Jeers 
Were giv'n him whilſt he bled, 


4 What Pain and Sorrow, Cries and Tears, 
What bitter Agony 
Did he endure, to ſet me free 
From endleſs Miſery. 


5 Here by the Croſs then will I ſtay, 
Since this was done for me; 
I'll look and look and look again, 
Till my whole Heart loves Thee. 
6 TheBlood which fromThy Wounds does flow 
More Life and Strength will give; 
Still give me Lord more Thee to know, 
I gladly would receive. 


Vet tho' I am ſo poor and weak, 
I know that I am Thine ; 


My gracious Savionr and my God, It gives 
How rich Thy Grace does ſhine. That I 
Thou haſt perform'd Thy Promiſe, Lord, © In tend 
Thou haſt ſought after me, And my 
And brought me Home, a wand'ring She O Tho: 

1 hy Mercy for to ſee. My poo 


Pierce th 
Then let 


That Ble 
Will ma 
And fill! 
Who haf 


© Thou haſt reveal'd the Myſtery 
Of Thy atoning Blood, 

Which from T'hyWounds inStreams did ru 

When hanging on the Wood. 


10 Therefore, my deareſt Lord, I come, 
And fall down at Thy Feet; 


* 


Here 


— —-— — . a 
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Here will I ſtay and praiſe Thy Name, 
And taſte Thy Love fo ſweet. 
11 Weak or in Pain to Thee Pll come, 
And look upon Thy Wounds, 
Tell Thee my Wants, and ask Thy Help, 
Whoſe Merey knows no Bounds. 


12 Thou art my Refuge and my Strength, 
My Confidence and Tow'r ; 
Thy Blood appears for my Defence 
In ev'ry weakeſt Hour. 


LXXI. 


Ook on me, Lord, till I do weep, 

I am Thy poor and helpleſs Sheep: 
Behold my cold and frozen Heart, 

It is ſo cold it gives me Smart. 


It gives me Pain and Shame, my God, 
That I can know; Thy precious Blood 
In tender Love was ſhed for me, 

And my hard Heart not ſoften'd be. 


3 O Thou, with flaming Eyes of Fire, 

My poor cold Heart with Warmth inſpire ; 
Pierce thro? and thro'with ThybrightBeams, 
Then let Thy Blood flow there in Streams. 


That Blood, which all Things can ſubdue, 
Will make me faithful prove and true, 
And fill my Heart with Love to Thee, 
Who haſt ſo greatly loved me, 


[Jert 50 
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5 O. Lord, I ask, I ſeek, I knock, 
| Thou canſt not T hy poor Creature mock; 
| Thy Word is paſt and cannot fail, 
Here will I wait till I prevail. 
6. Olet Thy Spirit ſtay with me, 
| To groan and ipeak my Wants to. Thee, 
| Still let it ihew my ev'ry Need, 
And that in Thee I'm help'd indeed. 
7 This is my Suit to Thee, O Lord, 
And I hou wilt all this Suit afford, 
Thou wilt give more than I can think, Thou 
For Thou has brought me from Hell': Bride And « 
8 For T hou, great Saviour, King of King, Lord 
W hoſe Grace Thy Church with Praiſes ing Still I 
Haſt paid my Ranſom with I hy Blood, Are B 


L 
Man 
By F 
>» Theſc 
Mild 


Made me an Heir and Child of God. Make 
'Tis ne 

LXXI. 3 

is ne 

From the German. (Much 
6. hut po 

: Weary 

1 ORD Chriſt, Thy Blood ſo ſhed, In Thy 
hy Nail-holes (fee how red !) Now at 


Thy pierc'd, Thy through-bor'd Side, 
Thy Sweat in hy deep Need, 
Secure and keep Thy Bride, 
Till Thy Day ſhall ſhine, 
Bleeding King of Thine! 
LY XI 


w 
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LXXIII. 


ORD, I fain would happy be, 
J herefore *tis-I come to Thee: 
Many Thou haſt happy made 
By hy Blood and gracious Aid. 
» Theſe on Thee have caſt their Care, 
Mild as little Babes they are ; 
Thou doſt ſhew them what is beſt, 
And thy Love does warm their Breaſt. 


Lord with me it is not ſo, 
Still I feel an inward Woe ; 
Are Believers happy Men ? 
Make me a Believer then. 


Tis not that I'm ſo devout, 
Piouſly to ſeek Thee out; 

"Tis not that I love Thee, Lord, 
(Much IT have thy Blood abhorr'd) 
But poor Wretch *tis this I want, 
Weary as I am and faint, 


In Thy Mercy to poſſeſs 
Now and ever pegſect Peace. 


LXXIV, 


106 A Collection of Hymns; 
Give 
LXXIV. 
From the German, 12 
NC. 1287. v. 5. 
ORD, in this preſent Hour of Grace, 


Do Thou in Mercy freely grant: 
What in thy Kingdom has no Place, 


What ſtrengthens not our Covenant, An 
Whate' er may hinder thy Deſign, No 
What becomes not a Child of Grace, Many by 
What makes us not more nearly Thine; Void o 
That do Thou utterly eraſe, Now T'hy 
| Of Thy 
LXXV. Thich m 
From the German, And kir 
No. 1167. v. 8.9. 

I AKE thyſelf ready, O thou bleed 
ing Love, T4 
And let a double Zeal amongſt us move: C 


That for Thy Service we may all reſign, I fink be 
And throughout all tkeWorld be only thine. W By Cord 


2 To thoſe, who now as Pilgrims are em. O may ! 
Le ploy'd, Adoring 
And publiſh, how thy Death hath Sin de- Which þ 
dioy'd, Give Thy Me 

Bin 
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Give Strength to fight, and ſuccour when 
they fall ; 
Yea, let — Bl Angels guard them 


all. 


LXXVI. 
From the German. 


Ne. 1076. v. 2 


Any, who under Sin were , 
Now at Love's throne are proſtrate laid 3 
Many by Nature numb and cold, 
Void of all Feeling, mly Dead, 
Nom Thy warm gracious Inflaence know, 
Of Thy dear Blood the Power prove; 
Vhich melts their Hearts, and makes them 
flow, 
And kindly take the Form of * 


LXXVII. 


Y Heart's ſweet Treaſure; when I look 
On every pierced Wound, 
I ſink before Thee as vile Duſt, 
e. By Cords of Love faſt bound. 


n O may I ever wond'ring lie, 
Adoring thy Free-Grace ! 
. Which has ſo gently drawn my Soul 


Thy Mercy to embrace. 
ve O dear- 
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3 O deareſt, faithful glorious Friend! And | 
What haſt Thou given me? | Wher 
Thy precious and attoning Blood, io Ok. 
Life, Peace and Liberty. Aran 

4 But ſay, my Lord, ah, why is this, There 
So few their Saviour know ? Like t 


And that pure Joy and Bleſſedneſs 
Which from thy Wounds do flow. 


5 Tis not of Thee, thou tender Lamb; 

For all Thou gav'it Thy Blood, | 

And wouldſt have all to know the Truth, 
Be reconcil'd to God. 


6 O Lord of Glory, ſpeak the Word, 


True Preachers multiply ; Tous ft 
Let thy pure Spirit ſhew the World, And ev, 
Where all their Sin doth lie. Sek 

> Speak t 

7 My gracious Lord! whenc'er I think, May ho 
From whence thou haſt me brought ; And tea 
My Heart is melted at ſuch Grace, And ſpa 

Which my Deliverance wrought. Var 
11. 

8 For what had J, till I received? Nor 11 
Who made the Difference? Thro' fu 
»Twas Tay Free-Grace ſhew'd me Ti May lea, 

Blood, | : 
Then gave me Confidence, neh d 
9 Now I can glory in the Lord | And ae 


And his ſweet bleeding Wounds ; F May ſeek 
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And thank his Grace which led me fafe 
Where Glory ſhines around. 


10 O keep me ever at Thy Feet, 
A ranſom'd Slave by Blood; 
There's nothing elſe will melt my Heart 
Like that red ſtreaming Flood. 


LXXVIII. 
From the Get man. 
, . 


AY jeſu's Blood and Righteouſneſs 

Fili and adorn this Dwellin g place: 
Taus ſhall it ſtand before the Throne, 
And every Church its Glory own. 


Speak that the Sinner's Happineſs 

lay hourly fill our Hearts with Peace; 
And teach-each Soul what Light abounds, 

And ſparkles from 'T'hy gzping Wounds. 


That thoſe, who ſet at nought Thy Name, 
Nor will partake Thy Grace's Fiame, 
Thro' ſuch a Cloud of Witnefles, 

May learn how thou canſt Sinners bleſs. 


That the whole World yet void of Grace, 
r hich _ Thy Croſs as Fooliſhneſs, 

ad ſtites Thy Honour Infamy, 
ay ſeek to bos, this Myſtery, 


s Thr 


— 


——U— At 
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5 That this united Flock may ſee, 
And mark that Peace, that Liberty, | 
Which thro' Thy Blood, Thy Death, I: T. 


Smart, | | Th: 
Is fix'd and rooted in their Heart. Our 
6 That every Meeting-hall around And 


With free electing Grace may ſound, 3 Me: 
Shewing how we the Son may kiſs, 
Who the whole World's Redeemer is. 


How we draw near the Father's Throne 
With nought to plead but Shame alone; 
Yet cheartul in our Shame and glad, 
Since Jeſus all the Debt has paid. 


8 And this is what the Saviour pleads, I And fo 
While with his Sire he interccdes : 5 Moſt 
* Theſe gav'ſt Thou me my proper Sei And at 
«© 'Theſe Souls remind Me of My Toi: As one 


9 © Herewith I ever am reviv'd, 
« That once a Man of Grief I liv'd; I We wy; 
That to redeem theſe Souls from Chi How fre 
] bore Death's agonizing Pains. And tell 


10 This moves the Fathe;'s tender Hear Vhene'e 
Mindful of his Beloved's Smart; 
With thouſand Joys he makes them hi 
And gives each Soul the pard'ning Kb 
11 O that, above his choſen Ground, 
The op'ning Heav'ns may flame arou 


<J 


That thouſand thouſand Hearts my feel 
Ihy pard*ning Blood, thy Spirit's Seal. 
2 This were indeed our Heart's Deſire, 
This thall in all our Work inſpire 

Our faint'ng Breaſts with Chearfult eſs, 
And bring 1 hy Church a large Increate. 


3 Mean while be honour'd and ador'd, 
Father of Mercies, God the Lord ! 
That T hou haſt not withheld Thy San, 
Who now partakes Thy Royal Throne. 


; TLou inwardly beloved Heart, 

Thou Man of deep unheard of Smart! 
We praiſe Thee for Thy Grace beſtow'd. 
And for thy Garment itain'd with Blood. 


5 Moſt worthy Spirit, Thee we know, 
And at Thy Footſtool lowly bow, 

As one who on the Heart wilt preſs, 
Till it partakes the Saviour's Grace. 


d; We wiſh in this thy School to hear, 

Chal} How from Thy Throne Thou wilt declare 
and tell the Souls of Jeſu's Grace, 
Whene'er Thy Preſence fills the Place. 


ON, 
ne, 


Spe 


oil: 


[eart 
n b 
Kils 
, 

arch 
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Haſte 

LXXTX. Break 

Trom the German. Heal 

| x 0 304. That « 
I Oſt worthy Spirit, Guide of je; 

Train, Since I 

Who doſt Thyſelf its Miniſters ordain; A faith 

How te 


Hear Thy helpleſs Servants 
That now invoke Thez 


f whom not One would willingly prov0: And the 


Thee, 
8 Thou tender [Tei I with t 
2 Oaſt your Eyes round about both far aff Frequer 
i near, Let his 
How doth the Glory of the Lord appen 
See of Intle Churches With Jo 
A Portion doubt 
Gladly ſubmitting to the Croſs's Troudl 
| Hallilij 
3 What ſhall 1 ſay now to my gracious Lon 
What ſweet refleRions doth tlris love affor 
Holy ſeven Spirits, 
Find Lamps, then take then 
Fül tkem with Oll, add Holy Fire, u 
nike them Y « 
_ Bright round the Lani Dc 


4 E 
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Haſte to pour out thyſelf, O Stream of Life ! 


Break thro? each Hindrance, drown all uſe- 
leſs Strife : 
Heal Thou by Thy Unction 
Souls faint and Grieving, 
That creep directly to the Crols believing, 
As 'T hou art wont. 


fy 
Since I dare do this, how wiſh I to be 
A faithful Servant quite reſign'd to Thee! 
How to feel Thy Preſence 
hee Each Day more healing, 
vol id the poor Sinner's conſtant happy Feeling 


The Holy Shame! 
eu ! with to Jeſu's Flock, fo us'd to Smart, 
al Frequent tranſporting Looks into his Heart: 
Let his Heart o'er the Children 


"eat Now with us going, 
With Joy unſpeakable be overflowing, 
ub O Holy Ghoſt ! 


LXXX. 
Zrom the German, 
nnn. 
Y deareſt Saviour! caſt an Eye 


Down from thy high majeſtic I hrone; 
I 5 Br Beam 
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Be m forth Thy Rays on ev'ry one, Tur 

And let us their freſh Influence try. May 

2 Come, and ſtep down before our Face, And 

And kiſs our weary troubled Heart; Its g 

| To us Thy humble Mind impart, Hold 

$ Which murmur'd not in deep Diſtreſs. We { 

F 3 Thou know'ft that eur whole Heart's De. That 
light 

Is in Thy Name and Kingdom dear; And e 

We ſcry, when we pray to Thee here: 0 Now 

O Jeſu! take us to Thee quite. Who 

| 4 Since we are now bound down fo faſt, And u 

i That we're unable to remove; Por th 

And vet Thou, from a burning Love, 1 We a 


Purchas'd us by Thy God's-Blood haſt: W To Gr 


5 Look on us therefore, Lamb moſt dear! But thi 
| Thou Son of God, Almighty Youth ! Ve're 
| We are Thy Heritage in Truth ; 2 Vet g 
And therefore fain ſome Fruit would bear. O let o. 
| 6 Give us a free and clear*d-up Heart, Thy Pr 
| Which may Thee always feel as Love, N va 
| Which may the Members alſo move 
| With Rapture; happy ev'n in Smart. 

C 7, A meek Child's Mind into us pour, 
That we amidſt our Poverty Y de 
May joy in our Election free; Tot 
Expecting a refreſhing Hour. el Ih 


1 8 Unmoy 


A Colleftion of Hy uns, 115 


8 Unmoyv'd on Grace's Ground we'll ſtay ; 
May we its Guidance never leave, 
And may we always clear perceive 
Its glimm'ring, leait we go aſtray. 
Hold Thy Side open to us ſtill ; 
We ſeek with longing thirſty Souls 


De. 


holes; 


And eager thence drink out our Fill. 


o Now Thou our Righteouſneſs, dear Lord! 
Who haſt forgiv'n us ev'ry Sin, 


And waſh'd us thro* Thy Blood quite clean; 


For this be praiſed and ador'd. 


We all with deepeſt Shame here bluſh ; 
t: To Grace we have no Right nor Plea, 
r! Bat this, that Thou beſtow'ſt it free: 
We're humbled, proſtrate in the Duſt. 


2 Vet glad we take, what thou wilt give, 
ear, O let our Number be increas'd ; 
Thy Preſence makes us greatly bleſt; 
How vaſt's thy Love which we perceive. 


LXXXI. 


Y deareſt Lamb, I inly pray 
To ſee thy Death more clear each Day; 
o feel Thy Grace, Thy quick ning Pow'r * | 
0 


E, 


mov 


* — 8 — —Eñ—ẽ— — — ̃ 


That Well which ſprings from Thy Wound-: 
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To ſink into Thy Wounds each Hour; Cine 
To learn to fit in Stilneſs at T hy Feet; 2 
To wiſh and pant in Thee to be compleat. 


LXXXII. 


1.4 Y Deareſt Lamb, I now fink down, 
. And bow before Thy Feet; 
Here is my Heart, quite vile and baſe, 
Do with't as Thou think'ſt meet. 
2 For whither can I go, my Lord, 
But only to thy Blood ? 
What can make clean this filthy Heart: 
Nothing but that pure Flood. 


3 J thank Thee for that Grace and Light 
W hich ſhew me what I am: 


I thank Thee too for all I know 2 Cleanſ 
Of Thee, Thou bleſſed Lamb. The; 

4 True, tis but little that I know Create 
. Of Thee, and what Thou art ; No « 
But be Thou pleas'd to teach me more, I Take n 
And fill with Love my Heart. Set u 

5 Come join with me, Companions dear, So ſhall 
No longer rob the Lamb ; And | 

But let us give to Him our Hearts, Remem! 
Becauſe for them He came. er ; 

6 Him we may love and love again, For who 
Nor can we &er exceed, But fo 


Sirct 


Since out of burning Love to us 
He was content to bleed. 


7 For us poor Duſt and Aſhes vile 
Thy Saviour freely dy'd: 
May this ſink deep in all our Hearts, 
And ever there abide. 


$8 Low at thy Feet, Lord Jeſus Chriſt, 


O may we ever lie, 


To all Eternity. 


LXXXIII. 
˖ M* Jeſus, look on me Thy Child, 


Who am both weak and faint: 
dinners are Thine, then take 1 hy own, 
And make a Wretch a Saint. 


2 Cleanſe me and waſh me in Thy Blood, 
Then only Thine I'll be; 

Create me Thine, and I will have 
No other Lord but Thee. 


Take my poor Heart juſt as it is, 
Set up therein Thy Throne; 

So ſhall I love Thee above all 
And live to Thee alone. 


Remember, Lerd, when Thou didſt hang 
And die upon the T'ree, 

For whom were all Thy Wounds and Pains, 

But for the World and me? 

es 


5 There 
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And love and thank Thee more and more 


118 AA Collection of Hymns. 


5 There Thou did'ſt purchaſe Life for all, T 
For all poor Adam's Race, T the 
That all who taſted of his Death I | 


Might likewiſe taſte Thy Grace. 


6 Thanks to Thee, deareſt Lamb, that Tix I! 


Haſt waken'd me from Death, To k 
And rous'd me out of Sin's Ceep Sleep, 


And call'd to walk in Faith. Far, 

7 Compleat thy Work, and crown Thy Grace O 1 
T hat I may faithful prove, Still u 

And liſten to that ſmall ſtill Voice, Wh 


Whick only whiſpers Love : 
$ Which teaches me what is Thy Will, 
Which tells me what to do, 
Which covers me with Shame, when I 
Do not Thy Will purſue. 


9 This Unction may I ever feel, 
This Teaching from my Lord, 
And learn Obedience to Thy Voice, 
Thy ſoft reviving Word. 


LXXXIV. 


1 Y Saviour, Thou didfl ſhed 

Thy precious Blood for me; 

O dwell within my worthlefs Heart, 

And let me live to Thee, 
Thou calleſt all, O Lord, 
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To come to Thee and live ; 
I therefore come with all my Sins, 
I know Thou can'ſt forgive. 


My Lamb, and Saviour dear! 
I long to ſee Thy Face, 

To know Thee more and more by Faith, 
I pray Thee give me Grace. 

And when this Life is o'er, 
O may I dwell with Thee, 

St1]] worſhipping the bleſſed Lamb, 
Who liv'd and dy'd for me. 


LXXXV, 
From the German. 


No. 1197. 


Y wounded Prince enthron'd on high, 
After Thy Blood a-thirit I cry, 
In Thee I long to reſt ; 
Reclining on Thy loving Heart 
I'm ſtrangely well, and ev'n my Smart 
Is * good, and greatly bleſt. 


After Thy Grace a- thirſt to be, 
Already That's to hang on Thee; 
To feel Thy Love * 
That's to poſits T hee, Sinners Friend 
Ev'n panting all for Thee to ſpend, 
This in Thy Book is noted down. 


30 
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g O take me by the Hand and Heart, Th 
Gracious and loving as Thou art, I by 
And deep Thy Seal impreſs ; * wa 
Keep me ſhut up ſecure and free A 
From earthly Noiſe and Miſery; FF 
Thuyſelf find always free Acceſs ! Now t 
4 TI lov'd Thee little, gracious Lord, _ N 
Tho' by the heav'nly Holt ador'd, * = 
Ere I Thy People lov'd : F 
The Beauties ot Thy choſen Race, From 
Of being ſmitten with Thy Grace The L. 
The wonderful Occaſion prov'd, That } 
: God's 
LXXXV. _ 
I Y wounded Prince, Thy choſen Rice Tir, 


, W hith everlaſting Love embrace; Bs das 
Let Streams of Life Thy C hurch o'erſpread * 


For which Thy precious Blood was ſhed. fe tl 

e | 

2 Thou Lamb from everlaſting ſl.:in, "BoA 85 

Thou _— doſt the ſame remain, Bs het 
The ſame kind loving Sinners Friend, Th 

Whoſe Years and Mercies never end. The b al 

ur 


3 Before Thy Throne aſham'd we fink, This wa: 
When on Thy wond'rous Grace we think MW That the 
Which more than ever now appears, \ 

In Wonders loſt we melt in Tears. = .. 
» 


4 I 


ink; 
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Thy Goſpel, in theſe bleſſed Days, 
Throughout the Earth its Beams diſplays ; 
Nations, that ne'er had heard of Thee, 
Thy great Salvation ſhout to ſee. 


Now to Thy Wounds ev'n Gentiles fly, 
And Thy great thirſting ſatisfy ; 

They, ſeiz'd with Flames of Love divine, 
Sweetly with us poor Sinners join. 

From Ages all, this Myſt'ry ſeal'{, 

The Lamb has by His Death reveal'd, 
That heav'nly Thrones and Pow'rs thou'd 


know 
God's Wiſdom by the Church below. 


Thy Blood and Death upon the Tree 
Our only Meditation be ; 


'ThyWounds and Stripes by Day and Night 


Our darling Pleaſure and Delight. 


Thro' this bad World thy ranſom'd guide, 
deal'd up within thy bleeding Side; 

From Satan's Wrath and Craft therein 
Thy harmleſs Doves for ever ſcreen. 


They are thy juſt Reward, thy Spoil, 
The Purchaſe of thy bloody Toil ; 
This was the Father's firm Decree, 
That they Thy cheſen Race ſhould be. 


Much hated they, deſpis'd and mean, 
let, while they on the Bridegroom lean, 
M Let 


* 
/ 


11 
1 
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I Thy Teachings diſobey, 


Let Nations rage, let Devils roar, 
The ſlaughter'd Lamb they till adore, 


LXXXVII. f N 


1 O Comfort have I, Lord, 
But what Thy Wounds afford! 
When that blefied Blood of Thine 
From my inward Eye is hid, 
Dark and deſolate I pine 
Lord, ſuch Darkneſs O ſorbid ! 


2 I know *'tis not of Thee, 

That Ithus loſt ſhould be: 
Thou art ready, gracious Lamb, 
While to Thee I turn my Face, 
While Thy Love is all my Aim, 

Still to give me perfect Peace. 

'Tis I who am to blame, 

Tis I inconſtant am: 


T of Thy great Mercy doubt, 
I will have my Will and Way, 
I for Trifles ſhut Thee out. 


4 Now, Saviour, on me ſhine, 


Remove whate'er is mine: 


Break each Idol great and ſmall, 0 
Ev*ry Cord that binds me burn 8 
Gladly now I'd hear Thy Call, The We 
Into Thy ſweet Arms return. Befor, 


LXXXVII 


— 


—— — — — 
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LXXXVIII. 


1 O more with trembling Heart I try 
| N A Multitude of Things; 
Still wiſhing to find out that Point 
From whence Salvation ſprings. 
My Anchor's caſt! caſt on a Rock, 
Where I ſhall ever reſt „ 
From all the Labour of my Thoughts, 
And Workings of my Breaft. 


2 What is my Anchor? if you ask; 
A hungry helpleſs Mind, 

Diving, with Mis'ry for its Weight, 
Lill firmeſt Grace it find; 

What is my Rock? * Tis Jeſus Chriſt, 
Whom faithleſs Eyes paſs o'er ; 

yet There all Sinners anchor may, 

And ne'cr be ſhaken more. 


LXXXIX. 


From the German. 
TQ * 
N . 255. 


| OW Thave found theGround, wherein 
Sure my oul's Anchor may remain, 
The Wounds of Jeſus, for my Sin 
Before the World's Foundation f1:in ; 
M 2 Whole 
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W hoſe Mercy ſtall u ſhaken ſtay, - 
Wien Heaven and Earth are fled away, 


2 Fathcr, Thy everlaſting Grace 
Our ſcanty T houghts ſurpaſſes far; 
Thy Heart ſtill melts with Tenderneſs, 
I hy Arms of Love ſtill open are, 
The worit of Sinners to receive, 
That Mercy they may taſte and live. 


3 O Love, thou bottomleſs Abyſs! 

My Sins are ſwallowed up in thee ; 
Cover'd is my Unrighteouſneſs, 

From Condemnation now I'm free ; 
Wiile Jeſu's Blood, thro? Earth and Skies 
Mercy, free boundleſs Mercy cries. 


With Faith I plunge me in this Sea ; 
Here is my Hope, my Joy, my Reſt! 
Hither, when Hell aſſails, I flee, 
I look into my Saviour's Breaſt | 
Away, ſad Doubt, and anxious Fear ! 
Mercy is all that's written there. 


Tho'Waves and Storms go o'er my Head 
Tho' Strength, and Health, and Frie 
be gone, 

Tho? Joys be wither'd all, and dead, 
'Tho' ev'ry Comfort be withdrawn; ; 
Stedfaſt on this my Soul relies, 
Father, 'Thy Mercy never dies. 
| 6 Fi 
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b Tix'd on this Ground will I remain, 
1ko* my Heart fail, and Fleſh decay; 
This Anchor thall my Sou ſuſtain, 
When Earth's Foundations melt away, 
Mercy's full Pow'r I then ſhall prove, 
Lov'd with an everlaſting Love. 


* 


XC. 


Deareſt Lamb, take Thou my Heart; 
Where can ſuch Sweetneſs be, 
As I have taſted in Thy Love, 
As I have found 1a | hee ? 


If there's a Fervour in my Soul, 
And Fervour ſure there is, 

Now it ſhall be at I hy Controul, 
And but to ſerve Tace riſe. 

If Love, that mildeſt Flame, can reſt 
In Hearts fo nard as mine, 


Come, gentle Saviour, to my Breaſt, 
And all its-Love be Thine. 


My Lord hath ſeiz'd me with ſweet Force 
His Prize and Purchaſe juſt: 

This Soul of mine was never made 
For Vanity and "uſt, 


Now the gay World with treach'rous Art 


Shall tempt my Heart in vain ; | 
M 3 I have 
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I have convey'd away that Heart ; 
Ne'er to return again. 


6 O ' tis in vain to ſeek for Bliſs ; 
For Bliſs can ne'er be found 
Till we arrive where Jeſus is, 
And tread on Grace's Ground. 


7 Tis Heav'n on Earth to taſte His Love, N Conſus 


To feel his quick*ning Grace : 4T 

And all the Heav'n I hope above O 

Is but to ſee his Face. > 

$ Continue ſtill Thy Love, my Lamb, Thy I. 

Faſt lock me in Thy Wounds ; 50 

There let me dwell, where all Thy Love W 

The raptur'd Soul ſurrounds. Ne 

| | nd ma 

ö XCl. 6 Th 

| From the German, 2 

lf NF. 2008. - nd thr, 
| I Friend ! be Thou near; 

Thou ſeeſt us here 


| United in Heart, 
O Love, come and bleſs us, our Broti 
| T hou art. 5 . 


2 Soon make us to be C 
Conformed to Thee; 80 


'Tis time, and *tis right, 


Thee Delight. 


+ We fain would be clean, 
Right little and mean : 
Come Fire and come Wind, 
„ Cosnſume what or carnal or ſelfiſh you find, 
4 Thy fi'ry bright Beam 
Our Hearts ſet on Flame; 
And then as they melt, 
Thy Image and Seal be immediately felt, 


5 O Bridegroom and Friend, 
ove Who lov'ſt without End! 
Now ſend down 'Thy Fire, 


— 
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To bring forth ſome Fruit which may yield 


nd make all within us ev'n burn with Deſire. 


6 Thy Spirit divine 
Now inwardly ſhine ; 
His Oil on us pour, 


nd thro” all the Soul his ſweet Influence 


ſhow'r. 
XCII. 
Broth From the German, 
* 0 No., 1 48 LY 


Church, God's Fulneſs, “ how 
So very ſtill art thou ? 


® Lpheſfians i, 23. 


Of 
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Of many Troops compos'd 5 80 
| Who all oo Wörld run thro! : ds 
| With Force of banner'd Hoft : he 
| Should not Trumpet's ſound Th 

4 In their Courſe be found ? 1 
„ 1 2 Methinks I know why not ; J 
31 For if I look about 6 y 
| Who of theſe Limbs is Head, Wy, 
| Whoſe Goſpel this whole Knot Ch | 
\ Of Brethren preach and ſpread ; N 8 
i .. Small's his Voice and ſtill, p 2 
Vet performs his Will. 85 
3 When half the World ſhall now Te 

At the Lamb's Footſtool bow, That 
1 When flat the Walls ſhall fall Or N. 
if Which ſtopp'd our People ſo, Make 
[ *T'is no more Shauts do all, His 1 
|| - But the Virtue ſure No, | 
| Of the Lamb's Blood pure. Anc 

| 4 That ſilent, (and yet more | of 

l 'Gainſt the Deſtroyer's Pow'r, | Thou 
4 Than any warlike Shout, In ſtillr 
| DE ) Voice of yore Pray, v 
/ All IraePs Tents throughout, How f, 
Was, that Blood did fmear What s 

Each Door where they were. 12 , 
| 


2 


| 
8 
þ 
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So may it in oar Caſe, 
Turo' ev'ry Time and Place 
ke clearly ſeen henceforth, 
That our glad Word of Grace 
Upon this blefled Earth, 
Therefore ſtrike ſo cou'd, 
'Cauſe 'tis ting*d with Blood. 


6 Yea, this let all Men own, 
Who will ſome Thoughts upon 
Chriſt's Congregation ſpend, 
Nought in the World they've done, 
But juſt to Jeſus lend 
Spirit, Soul and Limb, 
To bring Joy to Him. 


That not their thund'ring Sound 
Or Noiſe — them found, 
Makes Satan's Towers yield, 
His Throne fall to the Ground; 
No, but the Flame mdvſ mild 
And the glowing Shine 
Of that Blood divine. 


Thou then, God's Fulneſs, fo 
In ſtillneſs all Things do; 
Pray, weep, and think within 
How farther it will go, 
What Spoils the Croſs ſhall win, 
Yet, yet many a Soul, 
Till the Sum is full, 


— 


9 Lord 


— — AC 
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9 Lord Chriſt, Thy Blood fo ſhed, For u 
| Thy Nail-prints (ſee how red!) | 

i Thy pierc'd, Thy thro'-bor'd Side, 

i The Sweet in Thy deep Need, 


q Secure and keep Thy Bride, 
[et Till Thy Day ſhall ſhine, 
f Bleeding King of Thane ! 
To O may we ſafe and well 
| In that His Heart's Wound dwell, 
| Both here in Furope's Bound 


If The Northern 7ole until, 
I} On A/ia, A/ric's Ground, 
i! Ard Ve/-Indics far: 
| Jeſus ſtill be near! 
I XCIII. 
i} : 
From the German. 
No. 1029. 
10 ; 
A Marriage HYMN. 
\_— Glorifd Head! 
it May iviortals then tread 
1 The holieſt of all, | 
| | And tkere*fore the Ark of the Covenant fil 


2 Then write us to- Day 

| A Paß for our Way, 
[1 | With Blood of the Lamb, 
1 


nt {al 
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For us, who delight in Thy Seal and new 
Name. 


Now open the Book, 

Aſſiſt us to look 

And awfully read 

he Rights that relate to the conjugal Bed. 


Thou heavenly Friend! 

We're met for that End, 

Thy 21ctares to hear, | 

Thyſelf, gracious Maſter ! be pleas'd te 
appear. 


The firſt God-like Man, 

Who Marriage began, 

In Purity ſhone, 

Was happy and perfect, but only alone: 


To him Thou all-kind 

An Help meet wouldſt find; 

And mad'ſt of one Whole 
Two Parts to be one both in Body and Soul. 


Thy Will he obey'd, 

Aſleep was he laid; 

A Rib didſt T hou take, ; 
And thus from his Body a Woman didſt make, 


That State did from hence 

Moſt ſacred commence, 

Wherein the moſt High 

doon join'd them in Eden by ſolemneſt Tye. 
g Where 


14 Our Hearts draw in Love 
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9 Whenever they treat 470: 

Of th' conjugal State, 
Chriſt's Servants agree, Fron 
That Marriage both awful and ſpotlk Thy! 
ſhall be. Give": 


10 How ſtrict in its Day 
Was I/ra'/s Yoke, pray? 
A Garment unclean, 
An Iſſue, defil'd both the Camp and ts 
Man. 


11 We alſo may trace, 
What ſhameful Diſgrace 
Uncleanneſs there — 

On th' Doer and Him that approach 
without Thought. 


12 To be faithful and true 
From each is ſtill due; 
God's Temple who'er 
Defileth, has Reaſon Deſtruction to fear, 


13 O Bridegroom and Friend ! 

T' our Prayers attend; 
Now fill us with Grace, | 
Which beams all enliv'ning and ſweet fron: 
Thy Face. 


To th' bleſs'd Choir above; 
That Mary's chaſt Mind 


Anointin 
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Anointing and ſweet' ning our Biood tay 
we find. 


5 From what we have heard, 
leb Thy Mind hath appear'd, 
Give's Hearts to obſerve, 
And ner from the Limits of Purity ſwerve. 


XCIV. i 


| tt Glorious Saviour, King of Soals, 
Thy choſen F lock“ Defence, 
By 5 hee how ſtran geiy am [ kept 
At Eaſe, tho' in 8 pe ice! 
I fad my ſelf poor Worm led on 
Ch'd Beneath J. hy tender 8 Are, 
Thy Arm prepares ay Way, Thy Eye 
Looks out before me far. 


That ſaithtul Love, which o'er Mankind 
With bleeding Pity yearn'd, 
ar And now to f. ve and gather Souls 
[; conltan:ly concern'd : 
Peria P3 this Love has ſeen cn me 
With kind electir 3 L cok, 
And marks Thy Servant's Name, \W ors, 
Food, 
Within Thy Houſhold-Book. 


O! in that happy Rank to ſtand, 
Who fumply ſerve Thy Will, 
N 


from 


nting 
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In whom thy Soul its Plan and Joy 
Ard Longing doth fulfil : 

Under this Grace, or far or near, 
{My tTeart's tranſcendent Good) 

Wich ail my Pow'rs and Hope and Fear, 
I reſt for ever bow'd. 


XCV, 


God of Mercy, Love's Abyſs! 

Hear now, while Gentiles ſing Th 
Praiſe 5 

Cover'd is our Unrighteouſneſs, 
Rejoicing now our Heads we raiſe ; 

Tho? Strangers once and far from God, 

We're now made nigh by Jeſu's Blood. 


95 


0 


Whic 


owee! 


| Great 


Until 
] Tow | 
Before 


O tene 
To ſm 
To gi\ 
To ble 


2 For Jeſus the Partition Wall 
Has broke and levell'd to the Ground 
A Way is open'd wide for all ; 
fd Mercy when call'd for may be found; 
Strangers no more we need to be, 


What! 
Till 'ti 
Our H. 
Till Te 


| 

| Free Grace for ev'ry Soul is free. T 0 the 
| | 3 All Glory to the Lamb of God, 010 T. 
; | V ho gave his Life, to make us free; The 
I Who, by his All-attoning Blood, axe 2 
1 | Has purchas'd Grace and Life for me With ſw 
1 A Stranger now no more to God, And flag 
; | But reconcil'd by Jeſu's Blood. _ 


eat, 


r me 


XC 
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. 0 XCVI. 


dd unſcarchable! Thy Rye 


Shine in my Heart with ſuch frog 
Blaze, 
Waich ſhews the Riches of Thy Grace, 
Sdweetly diſplay'd in Jeſa's Face 


| Great God! how dreadfal was Thy Name 


Until the God Man Saviour came ! 
How can a Sinner e'er know Thee, 


Betore Thy Son hath made him free ! 


O tender Mercy, glorious Grace, 
To fave a curs'd and damned Race ! 
To give Thy equal only Son, 


To bleed and die for Slaves undone. 


What finful Worm can know this right, 
Till *tis reveal'd by Thy own Light; 
Our Hearts are hard and dark and blind, 
Till Jeſu's Grace on them has ſhin'd. 


We then aſtoniſh'd ſee Thy Love, 
And Thy great Mercy know and prove, 
0 joy unſpeakab'e ! all bright 

The Day Star ſhines ! paſt is the Night. 
With ſweeteſt Grace the Goſpel ſounds, 


And flames forth Love in jeſu's Wound: ; 
N 2 What 


—_— — 


— - 
— — : AA". 
- —_ , 


* 
— 4 ˖ „ „ 


— — 


—_— 
=> 
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What ſtronger Pledge of Love coald be 
Eehold the bicody (:imeful Tree! 


> Can any TH diſtreſs my He rt, 

Since God with kis un Son did part? 
Whatc'er I win.t can't be dery'd, 
Decauſe for nie the Lamb has dy J. 


Who can condenin, now Chriſt has died; 
I. by k:ts Blood, am juſtified ; 
He ever lives to ;ntercced, 

And {era me Help in ev'ry Need. 


y What cn we {eparate from this, 


The Love of Chriſt ans peaceful Bliſs ? 
Shall Tribulction, or Diſtreie, 
Stall any Trials more or leſs ? 

10 No; I in all Thirgs cer ſhall prove 
Conau'ror thro? Hin who did me love; 
My Lord has got the Victory, 

5: #:cient is his Grace for me. 

11 O Love unbounded ! fweet ard ſure! 
My teipleſs Soul now lives ſecure, 
Ard ſees and feels Thy Pow'r divine, 

lervellous Light on me doth ſhine. 

12 The more of this ſect Light I fee, 
The more I know the Miſery, 

The Pride and Trezch'ry of Man's Hear 

And when I give my Saviour Smart. 


13 Lo 


— — — — — — — 
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3 Long, this in Darkneſs lay conceal'd, 


Till 'twas by that true Light reveal'd, 
Which ſhews God's Love and Jeſu's Grace, 
And fills the bruiſed Heart with Peace. 


p i 4 $78 
From the German, 


No, 1200, 


How unutterable is 
The Love that Chriſt to us hath ſhewn ! 
O how incredible the Grief 
We cauſe him, who are ſtil'd his own! 
Who in his Wounds have found out Heav'n, 
We, who have known our Sins forgiv'n. 


O Jeſu! Lord and God of Thine, 

In Mercy now bow down Thine Ear; 
vince we can nothing bring to Thee, 

Thy poor, Thy weeping Suppliants hear; 
Our Tabernacle's Shame remove, 
And fill our Souls with Thy pure Love. 


Now dwell within Thy Temple, Lord, 
(Thy Temple ev'n our Bodies be,) 
Adorn it Thou, as Thou wouldſt have 
Thy Spouſe adorn'd alone by Thee. 
In us be all Thy Glory wrought, 
Far above all Thy Children's Thought: 
r=: 802 4 Hal 


— 
— — ————— OOO ou —— ñ. —— m— — — — — —— — — —— — — — * — a — — _ 


— VV 
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4 Hallow'd our ev'ry Meeting be, C 
And ſanctiſy'd our ev'ry Hour, 
Our Glory dr. wing from 'Thy Death, C 
And in Thy Wounds poſſeſſing Pow'r; 
No let Thy Church redeem'd by Thee, 4.0 
Thee ſtanding in th' Aﬀembly ſee. | 
. 
XCVIII. 
| Ye 
I Jeſu, Jeſu, my good Lord ! 4 
D How wonderful's Thy Love, But 
th Thy Patience, Pity, 'Tenderneſs, 1 
In! Which I each Moment prove; 5 Th 
* For ob! how faithleſs is my Mind, F 
} Alo apt to turn aſide, Ane 
ll, And wander in its own Deceits A 
| | Of Reafoning and Pride, Tho 
[1 2 Row does the old Corruption ftrive, T 
it And fight to reign again Cont 
" Sure there's not ſuch a Heart as mine * 
| In all Thy Croſs's Train. | 6 Savic 
| No that there cannot, patient Lamb, 1 
F No Heart's ſo hard as mine, From 
i There is not one would try Thee fo, Bu 
4 On whom Thy Grace does ſhune. O let 
| [ 3 Yet, deareſt Saviour, love me ſtill, Th 
i 1 The pooreſt and the worſt; 
| For well I know, where Sin abounds 
F | Thy Grace aboundeth moſt, 


hee, 
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On me, my King, exert Thy Pow'r, 
Make old Things paſs away, 

Create all new, and draw me till, 
Still nearer ev'ry Day. 


40 Give me great exceeding Grace, 

Thou ſeeſt for that I've Need, 

'Twas for ſuch deep-corrupted Hearts 
Thou didſt fo freely bleed; 

Yet let me not Thy Grace abuſe, 
And fin becauſe Thou'rt good, 

But let thy Love fill me with Shame, 
That I have it withſtood, 


5 Thou know'ſt which, Way to rectify 
Each ſtubborn Ill within, 
And to ſubdue my ev'ry Thought, 
And conquer all that's Sin. 


139 


Thou canſt bring me, who am ſo weak, 


To keep my Eye on Thee 
Conſtantly fix d; and ever in 
Thy Preſence glad to be. 


b Saviour of Sinners, now do this, 
Let me not turn away 


From Thy dear Croſs and bleeding Wounds; 


But bind me there to ſtay : 
O let Thy Love conftrain my Heart, 
This fooliſh Heart of mine, 


Thy 


— — — 


— — 


— — 
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Thuy Love will melt the hardeſt Rocks, 


Its Power is divine. ” 

} 7 Shew forth Thy Piry and Thy Love 7 
4 On me, Thou tend'reſt Lord, 
4 Watch over me with ſtricteſt Care, 1 
And daily Strength afford: f 
#3 Chaſtiſe me when I do amis, I 

I | | Let not one Thought ariſe | 

1 Which can diſpleaſe my gracious Lord, 0 
| N | But ſend me freſh Supplies. P 
Li 8 O give me Grace, ſtill give me more, O 
10 Stil draw me nearer Thee, F 

| O give me till I truly know Teta 
1 Thy boundleſs Love to me; * 
il Impreſs Thy Wounds upon my Heart, O b. 

| With all thy bitter Pain, A 

li. And there abide for evermore, 

(1 And all the Vi&'ry gain, 


9 9 Remind me of it conſtantly, 

| [ For I forgetful am, 

þ Of Thy dear bloody Sufferinge, 

| And all Thy Grief and Shame ; 

1 Lord ſpeak to me with Thy ſweet Voice, 0 J 
And give me Ears to hear, 18 

For Thou my Saviour Jeſus art, Bchol, 


Who me hath bought ſo dear. Wh 


; i & p 10 Tho For ea 
Gy, 


ice, 


Tho 
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10 Thou the more gracious art to me, 


O Chriſt thou Son of God, 
That I ſhonld feel myſelf this Wretch, 
Vet know and taſte Thy Blood; 
I praiſe and thank Thee, deareſt Lamb, 
For all which Thou haſt done, 
Since Thou doſt take me as I am 
For Thy redeemed One. 


11 O Praiſe the Lord, for he is good, 


H:s Mercy laits for ever ; 
O praiſe him, who fo gracious 15 

Poor Sinners to deliver: 
Teta, that bloody Sacrifice, 

Which offer'd was for me, { 
O bring me always to behold, 

And fink with Shame *fore Thee, 


XCIX. 
From the German. 
No. 1197. 


N Teſa, bleſs thy Witneſſes ! 


Spread over them thy Hands of Love 
Behold them in their deitin'd Race, 
Where bold in Faith's bright Path they 
move: 
For each Miſtake, for ev'ry Want, ; 
Gwe. Grace and Abſolution 


And 


— = 
— — OSA rays 
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And let them“ Holy, Holy,“ chant 


With all the Angels round the Throne, 


C. 
From the German. 
No. 1266. 
O0 Jeſu ! Thee we bleſs : 


Lamb ! we our Thanks expreſs f 

Thee, as the great eternal Son, 
All Things with detp 5 baſement own. 
Angels, and all the Fow'rs above, 
Whatever ſerves the Father's Love; 
The Cherubim, and fi'ry Cloud 
Of Seraphs, ever cry loud, 

** Unfpotted, martyr'd Lamb! 

* Bridegroom with Eyes of Flame ! 

* Who left'ſt Thy Throne on high, 

* 4 aſſume {iumanity ; 


Full of Thy glorious Pow'r Divine 


The Earth and higheſt Heavens ſuine.“ 


The Twelve, Thy choſen Friends confeſt, 
Thy Prophets, and Thy Martyrs bleſt, 
Together all their Voices raiſe. 

And yield Thee loud and ſolemn Praiſe. 
By the whole Church, where'er diſpers'd, 
On Earth Thy Praiſes are rehears'd. 

The Four, who reſt not Night or Day, 


Of Th 
And 0 
And H 
The E 
And w 
0 Kin; 
Thou'! 
Vet to 
Of a m 
Death 
And wi 
t Goc 
Co-equ 
To be | 
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01 
Let us 
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Tay Pe; 
ind ble 
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Of Thee have ſomething ſtill to ſay; 

And of the high-enthroned Sire ; 

And Him that flames in ſev'n- fold Fire.“ 
The Elders caſt their Crowns away, 

And willing Adoration pay. 

0 King of Glory, Chriſt the Lord, 

Thou'rt God's own Son, th' eternal Word; 
Yet to ſave Man, Thou didſt not ſcorn 

Of a mean Virgin to be bora. 

Death Thou haſf wholly diſpoſſeſo'd, 

Ard with Thy Church the World haſt bleſt. 
t God's Right-hand Thou ſitteſt Lord, 
Co- equal, and alike ador'd. 

To be the judge Thou ſhalt appear, 

nd Quick and Dead Thy Voice ſhall hear. 
Ve pray Thee, help thy Servants, Lord, 
hom with thy Blood Thou haſt reftor'd ; 
Let us with all thy Saints above 

Frjov thy everlaſting Love. 

I'y People fave from Satan's Rage, 

ind bleſs thy choſen Heritage. 

overn them here with watchful Eye, 

n endleſs Glory lift them high! 

ally, O Lamb! our Voice we raiſe, 

nc tremblingly Thine Office praiſe. 


Worthy its ſeven Seals to break ; 
That Thou vouchſafeſt to proclaim 
Oer us Thy Friends the hidden Name; 


* Rev. iv. 5. 


' That Thou the facred Books could'ſt take 


« And 


* 


— — Uh⁴— — 


— — —— r 
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| & And ſealeſt us ſecure and free 

| ; % From Sin and earthly Miſcry ; 

0 « That we our Wedding Garment view 

4  - < Kept by Thy Blood for ever new ; 

i That Thou abidelt ſtill the ſame, 

4 66 The Church's Temple, Light, and Lamb, 


\& 


I Jeſus, the poor Sinner's Friend! 
Moſt wretched ſhould I be, 

Did not I ſee thy ſtreaming Blood 
Flow freely unto me. 

I ſhould be fad and deep diſtreſo d, 
And could not be reliev'd, 

When Weakneſs, Faintinge, ſeize my Fleſ: 
Each Part oppreſs d and gricv'd. 


2 When I do hear the dreadful Voice 


From Sina?'s fliming Mount, ' 
And Death and Judgment call on me, 

Come bring in thy Account ;” The 
Dear Saviour, this would fill my Soul low dic 


With Lerror and with Dread, 
Did not I fee on Sion's Hill, 
That Lamb, which for me bled. 


3 Oh how tranſcendent is that Grace ! 
Which Thoa doit then beftow, 

if When nothing in myſelf I feel, 

it But Miſery and Woe ; 


und. 


» Flef! 


ne, 


ul 
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"Tis then indeed, my gracious Lord, 
Its Riches ſhine fo bright, 

It cheers and comforts my poor Soul 
With its moſt glorious Sight. 


O give me, Saviour, give me {till 
My Poverty to know ; 
Increaſe my Faith, each Day in Grace 
And Knowledge may | grow: 
Open ſtill more the Myſtery 
Of Thy dear Wounds and Croſs, 
And let me for this Happineſs 
Count all Things here but Droſs. 


CII. 
From the Germ an, 
Ne, 3333. 


t Lamb crucihed ! 
When once I eſpied 
The Beams of Thy Grace, 
„ow did I long for a Sight of Thy Face 


2 How blind had I been? 
A mere Slave of Sin ; 
At once there came Light, 
d rouz'd me from Death, and I knew it 
not right, 


; I felt ſuch a Smart 


Around my hard Heart, 
O 
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So flinty, ſo proud; 
And all on a ann! it melted * flow'd, 


4 ' Twas ſoon to me clear 
What Friend I had near; 
I could not him ſee, « 
Yet ftraightway I thought him as far as WW 7, 
could be, 


6 My Heart was on fire Pe; 
With Love's ſtrong Deſire; *. 
It no where could move 7 


Without feeling cloſe its inviſible Love. 


6 How was I o'erpower'd ! 
What Peace on me ſhower'd, 1 I 
As Jeſus now came ? Y; 
And this &er my Heart well diſcern'd his 41 
” ſweet Name. lat 4 
it 7 But ſoon I him knew - 
fi By that bloody Hue | MW; 72; 
li . Wherein He was ſeen, " Th 
When he was up lifted to ſave ſinful Men. « | 
t 8 His warm holy Blood | Recei 
: That Life- giving Flood, 
if Stream'd fait from each Wound u. 
lt - To ſee which I well nigh ſunk into the MW 
Ground, 


1 9 My Need I cou'd feel, 
It My Death and my Hell] 
{It 3 Bj 


q > —_ — — 
* — — * — 
— DDE. W 
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And ſuch was my Caſe, 
J if I too one of his Murderers was, 


o Then whiſper'd the Foe 

Who ſtill plots our Woe, 

« Sin's, Death's, and my Slave, 
ro us thou belongelt, and thee we will 
have. 


11 Dj Iregly to Thee, 
My Lamb! did L flee: 
I funk at Thy Feet, 
t Thou hou «i do with me, what Thou 
ſhoud'ſt think meet. 


12 I yet was full ſhy ; 
Yet hop'd (till that I 
| Thy Spoil fhovid be made, 
Thou wou'dſt be gracious, and ſoon 


lend Thy Aid. 


I; Then well could I hear 
In Heart as in Ear, 
Men. « \Wretch ſinful 0 baſe ' 


Receive thou My Bleſling, ev*n durable 
Peace. ” 


ect Reſt I then had; 
» the * {aw Thee right g ** id 
All ſtudious, my Lamb, 


0 give my Corruptions and Filth to tlie 
Flame. 


An os... 
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15 So gain'd I choice Meat, P 
Sweet Manna to eat, 7 
And Drink that will laſt ; 

Whereto, Lamb! * Thy ownſelf Thon : © 

ſanctify'd haſt. 


16 Thy red Stream of Blood 
Death drown'd with its Flood, 
Thy Water waſh'd clean, 

Thy bleſſed Mouth call'd me to be of Thy 
| Train. 

17 When Satan eſpy'd 
W hat Bliſs I enjoy'd, 
He fretted and roar'd ; 


let him fret on, and cleav'd cloſe to my 
Lord, 


18 Now only one Word, 
Ne'er Jeave me, my Lord! 
I know nought but Thee ; 
Thus Light's happy Heir I ſtill am, and 
ſhall be. 


cim. 


Af C 


I Lamb! O Lamb! could I behold 

And keep my Eye till fix'd on The? 

'l he Tempter's Snares, tho' manifold, 
Could never fright or trouble me ; 


* John xvii. 19. 


hon 


Thy 


) my 


and 
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For thro' Thy all- attoning Blood 
L fill ſhould find a Way to God. 


2 O Saviour, could I always keep 
My Eye on Thee, the living Way, 
then (tho' once a wand'ring Sheep) 
Should no more err or run aſtray: 
But whereſoe'er Thou wenteſt, I 
Should ſimply go, not asking why ? 


O that I never could forget 
One Moment, what thou, Lamb, haſt done 
To fave my Soul and make me meet 
To fit with Saints upon a Throne: 


O that Thy OfF ring on the Tree 


Might evermore be ey'd by me! 


4 For from Thy Death ſprings forth a Light 
Which clearly ſhews our Sins forgiv'n, 
Diſpels the Clouds of Nature's Night, 
Aſſures us that we're Heirs of Heav'n: 
No more can Darknefs fill that Heart 
Which doth not from the Saviour part. 


5 Bat oh! my Lamb, when I reflect 
How oft I've turn'd my Eye from Thee, 
How treated Thee with cold Neglect, 
And liſten'd to the Enemy ; 
And yet to find Thee ſtill the ſame, 
This fills my Soul with humble Shame. 


O 3 6 Aſtoniſh'd 
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6 Aſtoniſh'd at thy Feet I fall, U 
Thy Love exceeds my higheſt Thought: 
Tenceforth be Thou my all in all, v. 
Thou! who with Blood my Soul halt 
bought. Gi 
Oh may I hence more faithful prove, 
And ne'er forget Thy dying Love! 4 T1 
TER CIV... An 
1 O Lamb, O wounded bleeding Lamb! MW W. 
My Heart's a-thirſt for Thee, ] 
And pants and gaſps for thy ſweet Grace, MM Th 
Each Moment water me! 7 
Look with Thy tender piercing Eyes, . Th 
And ſearch my ev'ry Thought, 3 
And all the Tuinings of my f 


eart, Th 
Look on the Worm Thou'ſt bought. 5 


2 Thou haft me bought. that I ſhould live, MW The 

And bring forth Fruit to Thee ; 

Pour out Thy Spirit on me, Lord, 
That I may faithful be. 

Behold my Wants and Feebleneſs, 
Dear Saviour here Jam; 

I lie down at Thy Bleeding Feet, 
Thou ſlaughter'd holy Lamb] 


| 3 Thy Wounds and Blood revive my Heart, 
[hl And give new Life and Strength; 4 
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What Thought can fathom thy great Love, 
ught: Or know its Breadth and Length ? 
Yet this Thou let'ſt me underſtand, 
| haſt That Thou doſt Sinners love; 
Give me this Knowledge farther ſtill, 
That I more thankful prove. 


4 T'his Anchor doth my Soul ſupport, 
When my vile Heart I ſee, 
And feel myſelf a Sinner poor, 
My Love ſo cold t'wards Thee; 
mb! When I'm aſſaulted on all Sides, 
By a whole Hoſt of Foes ; 
race, W Thou doſt not leave me comfortleſs, 
To bear theſe heavy Blows. 


 - BB; Thou doſt not give one Stroke for nought, 
"Tis with a loving Heart 
Thou doſt rebuke and chaſten me, 
Tis not to give me Smart: 
live, Then, deareſt Lamb, move not Thy Hand, 
Till *tis Thy gracious Will; 
Finiſh Thy kind Deſign in me, 
And Sin deſtroy and kill. 


b Iam Thy own, for Thou haſt bought 
Me with thy deareſt Blood ; 
vince I'm ſo precious in thy Sight, 
Do with me as ſeems good. 
Je Thou haſt ſo juſt a Right to me, 


| W By all which Thou haſt done; 
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I have no Claim to any Part, 21 
Body and Soul thou'ſt won. 
7 When l behold thy tender Love, 2 


Tho' all my Sins appear; 
I ſcreen myſelf within thy Side, 
No Guilt can fright me there. 
O whither can I go beſides, 
Whence elſe to eaſe my Pain? 
Had Righteovineſs come by the Law, 
'The Lamb had dy'd in vain. 


8 Thy precious and attoning Blood 
Hath paid my Ranfom-price, 
Redeem'd me from all Curſe and Death, M6 Ti 
By one ſweet Sacrifice. 


That Sacrifice lies in my Heart, As 
Thy Blood ſtill eaſes Pain; 1 

Here lies my Strength, this Confdence, 

« 'Thou for my Sins wert ſlain.” | 
5 WI 
CV. $ His 
From the German, ha 
0 0 Wh 

N . I I 33, 
=—_— 
I N whom while Breath we draw, (lil 


we believe ? 
Jo whoſe Inſtructions ſhall We ever cleave 
I i 


nce, 
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2 To whom, my Soul, doſt Thou Allegiance 


owe ? 
O] to that God fore whom the E/ders bow; 


3 That Lord and God, within whoſe wound» 
ed Side 
Chriſtians, as Thomas did, believing hide 
That Man, whom, as his Light within him 
ſhone, 
Nathanael did for King of Iſrael own 


To whom the Rock- Apo// le, taught of Heav'n, 
Titles of Chriſt, and Son of God hath giv'n 


That Seer, whoſe Word with ſo much Pow- 
er came ; 
As ſet the two Diſciples Hearts on Flame: 


(Ves, their Hearts burn'd, and more the 
| Rapture grew, 
When by his breaking Bread their Lord 

they knew.) 

His, O my Soul! thou art, and His alone: 
Tho' in thyſelf but mean, yet Jeſu's own. 


While none can rob Him of his Pow'r and 
Grace, 

de long canſt Thou with Safety him em- 
brace; 


to And 
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10 And ſee the Heay'ns and Earth roll f 


away 


Void of all Hurt, and void of all Diſmay, 
11 And when our Mirth we yet would higher 


raiſe, 


O'er jeſu's Flock we ſing a Hymn of Praiſe; 


12 The Piigrims in their diff'rent Paths we 
trace, 
And what's our Proſpect ev'ry where ? ti 
Grace. 
13 Grace can allay the Heat's exceſſive R: 185 
Phe glowing Wounds can ſharpeſt Cold :. 
wage. 
14 The Saviour's Flood heals ev'ry Maladr; 
And help'd by Grace, we venture ont to 


Sea. 


25 Grace leads ſome Eaſt ſome N,, in que! 
of Souls, 
Atd others to the South and Northern ole. 


16 Plain the Sea- Conan gti on {c es of nd ſec, 


That Jeſu's Grace the hizheft * aves out- 
ſwells. 


17 Their Maſts may crack, and ſplit, ard 
down may break, 
The Babes will {milc, tho? others fear and 
ſhake, 
18 Grace 


13 0 


- 
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13 Grace keeps one Ship, detains its Anchor 


faſt, | . 
And makes another like an Arrow haſte, 


19 Grace is to Meſſengers, whom Jeſus ſends, 
The Grave of ſome ; and others' Life ex- 


raiſe? tends. 
hs we eo Grace ſurely loves to bleſs the Pilgrims 
Feet, 


Who wiſh to catch loſt Sinners in their Net. 
z1 True, if mere Grace did not preſerve us 


Rags ſtill, 
d The 2 would toſs and tear us at its 
nl 


dg er But who are we? his Worms of Wonder 
ones all ; 

Who live but by his Grace, without it fall, 
3 02; Grace, to our own Surprize, thus makes 

0 us. glow, 

And daily learns our ſtaggering Feet to go. 
ech, Wi O Fleſh! why art thou of no ſtronger 
es Out- Frame? 

dince ſo exceeding great is Jeſu's Aim, 


it, ard 

bar and CVI. 

Grace O Son of God, High-Prieſt and Lamb 
once ſlain, 


Behold 
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Behold the Spoil of Thy fo bitter Pain? Bit, 


2 Thou ſeeſt us here aſſembled in Thy Name 10 
Give us to feel Thy Preſence, dearelio Loc 
Lamb ! And 


3 We are indeed poor weak and helpleſs Soul 8 
Who know not where to fly but to te! Ci 
Holes, : 
4 Which once Thou hadſt in Hands, ani What 
Feet, and Side ; | 
There, there, dear wounded Lamb! graut Deli 
us to hide. And 1 


5 Thou 'fore all Time for us prepar'dlt ; 


Crown 73 Ifan 

| £4 „% Embra 
And in Thy Book our Names were writte 

down. 14 Thy 

6 And ſince Thou'ſ ſhed for us Thy precio © , , 

Blood, hs 


We Thee confeſs our only Lord and God: 


7 To whom our Wants we may moſt ſump 5 Let al 
tell, 2 
And ſurely truſt Thou'lt all Things ord: Within 
well. 
8 We know to find the Fountain of T! 6 The » 
Wounds, That ex 
Where Life, and Peace, and Strength, 


all abounds, 


9 ; 
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5 Bat, ah! fulfil both Thine and our Deſire, 
Jo bleſs each ſingle Soul in ev*ry Choir. 


10 Look round in every Claſs on ev'ry one, 
And break, O break, thro* Grace, each 
Heart of Stone. 


WW: Cive Comfort to the weak, inflame what's 
cold ; 

What proud is, bring Thou low, what's 
ſhy, make bold. 

rauf Deliver ev'ry one from flaviſh Fears, 

And melt their Heari:, thro' Pardon, into 
Tears. 


W3 If any turns, like the unhappy Son, 
Embrace and give him Abſolution 


14 Thy free, Thy tender Grace be ev'ry 
; our 

ebe Each helpleſs Sinner's Comfort, Roclt, a 
Tower, 


5 Let all that know Thy Heart, for ever 
hide 

Within that ſhelt'ring Place, Thy gaping 
Side, | 


6 The married Choir let fo adorned be, 
That ev'ry Pair may ſhew the Church and 
1 hee. 


P 


I7 Tis 
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* The ſingle Breihren with true Zeil beſibe 
That each to Thee may chearful Serry 

| vield. 
18 Pill with thy Grace the ſingle Siſters Mind 
lake them to all Things elſe both deaf an 


blind. 
10 The Children's tender Heart Thy Ten 


les be, 


And keep them all from Sin's Devices fre Wh 
20 Thus, Lord, will ev'ry Choir, both Dx odwell 
and Night, 3 The 
Exalt Thy Name, and be Thy Heart's D In P. 
light. d me i 
21 O may Thy Witneſſes know this alone, W 4 My £ 
That Thou for all didſt on the Croſs atton He c. 
22 And when they go to preach Thy Deaf, 700 
and Grace, ä 
Grant each a Peace. proclaiming Herd; No N 
Face. What 
23 Let all to Thee ſo bow the Hearts as K net vat Ligh 
And feed upon Thy Wounds like hung Th 
Bees. blo! & 
. And b 

24 Thy Blood our Moiſture be, Thy Deat 
od nd our Life, Fein ie gueſſe 
Our Joy Thy Church, the Lamb's belore * 

Wife. 


25 Al 
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75 Ana teach us more of th. B.ood's Myfery ; ; 
amen! this our Regueit tall granted be. 


CVII. 


Tell me no more 
Of this World's vain Store; 
e Time for ſuch Trifles with me now is Oer. 


2 A Country I've found, 
Where true Joys abound ; 
odwell I'm determin'd on that happy Ground 


The Souls that believe, 
5D "ho Paradiſe live: 
ud me in that Number will Jeſus receive. 


ne, 4 My Soul, don't delay 
ond Ie calls Thee away! 
Ned le, follow thy Saviour, and bleſs the glad 
Day. 
No Mortal doth know 
What He can beftow, 
nat Light, Strength, and Comfort : Go 
after Him, go! 


"al 3 


b Lo! onward I move, 

And but Chriſt above 
de gueſſes, how wondyous my Journey will 
prove. 


. 7 Great 
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7 Great Spoils I ſhall win 
. From Death, Hell, and Sin; | 
Midſt outward Afflictions ſhall feel Chnik 
within. 
8 Perhaps for his Name, 
Poor Duſt as I am. 
Some Works I ſhall finiſh with glad loving Aim. 


9 I ftill (which is beſt) | As T'h 
Shall in his dear Breaſt 
As at the Begianing, find Pardon and Ret, W* Thy C 


10 And when I'm to die, don 
* Receive me,“ I'll cry, Who f. 

For Jeſus hath lov'd me, I cannot ſay why, 
. Thy Bl 
11 But this I do find, Fee ev? 
We two are ſo join'd, The N. 
He'll not live in Glory and leave me behind. And bay 
12 Lo this is the Race | 
I'm running, thro' Grace, 1 . 
Henceforth, till admitted to ſee my Lord's — . 
Face. And le ts 


13 And now I'm in Care 
| My Neighbours may ſhare 
Theſe Bleſſings: Jo ſeek them will none 0 
you dare ? 
14 In Bondage, O why, 
And Death will you lie. : 
When One here aſſures you Free Grace is 


p12h ? 
a cyl 


CVIII. 
˖ Thon, the faireft of Mankind, 


JCollection of Hymns, 161 


Thy Beauty ſtrikes both Heart and 


Mind : 
Yet nothing is ſo fair in Thee, 
As Thy Sweet Form upon the Tree. 


2 Thy Croſs, whenever it appears, 

It melts the hardeſt Heart to Tears: 
Its Virtue no one can expreſs, 

Who feels it, he feels Happineſs. 


Thy Blood, which was ſo freely ſpilt 
For ev'ry Sinner's Debt and Guilt, 
The Nail-holes and the pierced Side, 
And ev'ry Stripe, revive the Bride, 


Away, ye Painters, with your Art ! 
The Spirit paints within the Heart; 
Draws to the Life the Bloody Tree, 
And lets us it in Spirit ſee. 


O Lord, this Object deep impreſs 
In each of Thy dear Witneſſes : 


Let nought by them be ſo much ey'd 
\s Jeſus, and Him crucify'd, 


> 15 | P 3 
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CIX. 


I Thou who bought'ſt us with Thy 


Blood, 
Our Maſter, and our jealous God, 
W hoſe Eyes are like a burning Flame, 
To try all thoſe that bear Thy Name ! 
Trembling before Thy Face we bow ; 
And yet Thy kind Deſign we know, 
Only on Sin to paſs Thy Doom, 
Our Stubble, and not Us conſume. 


Search out, O Lord, and now declare 
Our ev'ry ſecret Plague or Snare ; 
Whate'er in any Boſom here 

With Thy pure Faith does interfere : 
And O ſuſtain our ſtagg'ring Heart, 
Till from th' accurſed Thing we part, 
And with a Soul all calm and ſweet 
Hear Thy ſoft Calls, Thy Offers meet. 


Behold us, Lord ! rough Stones we are ; 


Yet for Thy Building us prepare : 
RejeR not one of us, we pray, 

Teach us Thy Spirit to obey. 
Nouriſh'd in Silence may we ſee 

Thy Flock, all full of Love and Thee; 
Aptly together knit and place 


deep Four 


The willing SubjeQs of Thy Grace. 0 Th 
4 E Ar 


„ 
» 8 


1 


3 


4 
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Extinguiſh in us all Self. will, 

The Root of all Difſcntion kill; 

Let us One Thing approve and build, 

And meekly each to other yield. 

Let us like little Children be, 

Happy in ſuch a Friend as Thee : 

Free from all Sorrows, Cares, Debates, 
Which Man's vain Wiſdom ſtill creates. 


CX. 


From the German. 
In the GERMAN Meaſure, 


N'. 1033. v. 14. 
Thou deareſt Bridegroom ! ſlaughter'd 
Lamb ! 
ring Thy own Fire fully into Flame, 
Give us Abſolution, 
And a gentle praiſing Tone, 
Jeep Foundation in thy Croſs's Stem, 


CXI. 
From the German, 


No. 1204. 


Thou the Church's living Lord 


And of each ſingle Soul apart ; 
| The 


164: A Collection of Hy ms, 


The Pilgrims Path and ſure Reward, 
Our Body's Life and Soul 'Thou art ; 
We're poor and vile in our own Eyes, 
Yet, thro' thy Mercy, Love and Grace, 
We're happy to our own Surpriſe, 
There take us to thy Arm's Embrace. 


Why ſhould we farther plague our Heart, 
With making out. how Matters ftand ? 
Thou know'lt our deep and bitter Smart, 
The ſecret Wringings of the Hand; 
Thou know'f our Mind, how inly mov'd 
To ſeek for Thee, and Thee alone; 
We'll part with ev'ry Thing we lov'd 
But one —— Thy Congregation, 


Here ſeeſt thou à little Choir, 

An Image of the Church above; 

Plead IJ hou its Cauſe before Thy Sire, 
Thou who partak*ſt his Boſom- love; 
Say, © Holy Father, come and view, 
Here's the Reward of all my Smart; 
Plead with the Holy Spirit too, 


That he may draw us to thy Heart. 


4 Embrace us, Bridegroom ! in thy Arms, 
With Rapture till our Spirits glow ; 

The Flame which thy pure Boſom warms, 
Thy ever-growing Love we know; 

For us ev'n wounded unto Death, 


For us reſtor'd to Life again, 


Come 


ind led 


2 Her 
And 
rom Je 


3 Her, 
Tha 
V hich cl. 


4 Here 
And 
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Come in our Mouth, Soul, Spirit, Breath, 
Come, Sap of Life, each Branch ſuſtain, 


; We wiſh, and what we wiſh is gain'd ; 

a For therefore only Thine we are, 
Therefore we have thy Power obtain'd, 
Therefore Thy Church's Bleſſing ſhare : 

t, B. We would Thy willing Servants be, 

S. And we thy Handmaids chaſte and pure, 


s Nor from Thy Service e'er be free, 
7 Until we've made the Conquelt ſure, 
CXII. 


I () Whence was I brought ? 
From Darkneſs was ſought, 
ind led to that Kingdom which Chriſt's Blood 
hath bought. 


2 Here ſhines a clear Light, 

. And raviſhing Sight, 

Pim Jeſus the Saviour, who's God's Image 
bright. 


| 3 Here is the Lamb's Blood, 
” | That adorable Good; 
. ich cleans'd me from Sin, tho" I long rea- 
* s'ning ſtood. 
4 Here's Honour and Health, 
And durable Wealth, 


Which 
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Which no Thief can plunder by Force or by 
Stealth. 


5 O here I'm at Reſt, 
No Ill can moleſt, 
Or ſhould it aſſault me, I ſee my Lord's Breaſt. 


6 His Love and his Care, 
I ry read there : 
In His kind Protection I ſhall ever ſhare, 


7 To fit at His Feet, . 
O this is moſt ſweet; 
For where ſuch another Friend e'er can I meet? 


8 To tell what he's done, 
My. Soul when he won, 
Indeed I'm not able, . I'll let that alone. 


9 Yet this I do know, 
I once was his Foe ; : 
But fince he's dy'd for me, I cannot be ſo, 


10 His Wounds and his Pain 
Are my Life and Gain, 5 
O Wonder of Wonders! he for me was fn, 


11 Now deep in my Heart 

Lies his Blood and Smart; | 
The Enmity therefore mult fly and depart. 
12 O Jeſus my Lamb! 


A poor Sinner I am, | 
For Thy Love fign'd with Blood proclaimeth 


my Shame, cXINM 


N. 


eth 


III. 
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CXIII. 


1 Worthy Lamb! what endleſs Store 

f Bleſſings from thy Wounds flow o'er, 
To me! unwerthy, poor and baſe, 

Made bleſs'd and happy in Thy Grace. 


2 Can I erough adore that Blood, 
Which Day and Night I find fo good! 
Thy Blood will every Grief aſſwage, 
Throughout my earthly Pilgrimage. 


Can Lenough adore Thy Love, 
In bringing me Thy Grace to prove? 
When ſuch vaſt Numbers loudly ſay, 
Chriſt ſaves thoſe only which obey. 


4 My dearcit Lamb ! I know I ought 
To live to Thee who halt me bought, 
But my Obedience nothing brings, 
Adoption from Thy Blood ſtill iprings. 
Then can a Child of God e'er ſay: 
„work and labour for my Pay?“ 
Can he forget his Ranſom Price! 
The Saviour's bloody Sacrifice. 
5 O dear Redeemer ! gracious Lord ! 
What gentle Force comes from this Word; 
Thy Blood Thy Blood once ſhed for me, 
my ſweet Law of Liberty. 
7 No 
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7 No Threatnings need be us'd to thoſe, 
Who in that Blood find ſweet Repoſe; 


The 


The Law is written in their Heart, And 

Whene' er they ſlip, they feel great Sm wet 
8 Yes! they feel Smart, yet without Dread, 

The Members look up to their Head; What 


They know the Virtue: of his Blood, 
And thankful waſh in that pure Flood. Thant 


CXIV. for T. 
From the German. If to ſ 
I Raiſes to Thee, God Holy Ghoſt, viſ Befides 
ſend, 
Who doſt the Lamb's Attoxement recon 
mend, 
And of that ſole Fountain O! bleg 


Of all Salyation, Who is 
Canſt fo diſtinctly give us Intimation, In the F 
That we it know. 
2 A precious Myſtery it is indeed ; Becauſe 1 
The bleſſed Angels ſtill to learn proceed 
More of God's deep Wiſdom, 


dince He 


Which they ſo value, er 
And by Chriſt's Church, and his elect To whic] 
tinue, a, 


They trace it out. 
34 
; 
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z The Wel'-ſpring therefore of true Wiſdom 


this, | 
And ſince to us reveal'd that Myſt'ry is, 
ar We than all the wiſe ones 
That have been ever, 
Whate'er of Science they could elſe diſcover, 
Are happier far. 


Thanks to Thee for that Croſs's Know- 
ledge, Lord, 
For Thou indeed thy Blood in vain hadſt 
pour'd, 
If to ſanctify us | 
Ought elſe availed, 
Beſides thy dear Wounds, if ought could 
be called 
The Soul's Support. 


O! bleſſed be ye Wounds on him beſtow'd, 
Who is alone th' eſſential Son of God 
| In the Father's Boſom; 
Who took our Nature, 
Becauſe none could but one of human Order 
Be crucify'd : 


t, 


eco! 9 


dince He the Death and Puniſhment would 
ue, bear, 
ect To which our ſinful Race obnoxious were, 
vnce He on himſelf took 
Our Penance bitter, 


q 1 Q_ On 
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On ſuch a State of Being he muſt enter, WI 
Which could feel Pain. 


7 O Saviour (of that little Flock the Head, 

Which thy ſtrict Purchaſe is ſince Thou hit Of 

bled ; 

Which eternally was Unt 
Thine by God's Verdig, One 
But ſince its buying by the Croſs's Conflict, 

Sion upto Thee: Shal 


8 In this Conſideration let us ſtand, 


When melts with Fire the Globe of Sai Wh 
and Land ; 
When by God's own Torches Whe 
The World muſt periſh, Whe 
And all the Creatures in Diſmay ſhall vauiſ 
Before Thy Face. And 
9g We then at his Right-hand ſhall fear no 
Shock, 13 Whe 
But into our Lord's Heart directly look, 
Thro' that open Wound which And r 


From Spear he ſuffer'd, W (For t 
When he Death's Forces abſolutely conquer d 
And all our Woe : When 


10 When from our Tyrant he did ſet us free; 
When of his pow'rful Interceſſion He 
Made us be Partakers, 14 For tl 


And of all Graces ; 
When lato th; 
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When for himſelf he deck'd poor Duſt and 
Aſhes 
To be his Bride. 


11 Of this great Truth our Mouths ſhall Wit- 
neſs bear, 
Until his Kingdom ſhall unveil'd appear 
One Day; till the Earth with 


did, ( : 
fie Her Sons ſo num'rous, 
' Shall ſee the Footſteps of what he doth for us, 
With their own Eyes : 
cM When all ſhall mourn, who did offend this 


King, 
When thoſe he interceded for, ſhall ſing ; 
When for the ſelf-juſt ones 
We ſhall crave Mercy, 
And into our Tents ſhall receive that Party 
In Time of Need: 


13 When their frail Righteouſneſs will clean 
be gone, A 
And nothing left the Mind to lean upon, 
(For then his good Actions 
One ſhan't remember) 


When all their Strength ſhall die away and 


wither, 
free; Their Wiſdom too. 
14 For therefore 'twill be found that we ne'er 
ſhall 


ypen Lato that angry dreadful Judgment fall, 
22 Cauſe 


FEET 
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Cauſe we did not truſt in The 
Work or Perfection 

Of ours; but only did our free Election In t. 
Spy in his Woundòs. 

15 Write all this deeply in our Hearts, O Lord 19 Nc 

Of that great Matter a full Sight afford, Tha 

(So direct, that nothing Ev'n 


May give us Trouble, 
Which perhaps wiſe ones to confound is abe Our 
The Sinnerſhip. 


16 So we will alſo in each Time and Place, zo He 
The Word ſo mighty of thy Patience pre Will 
Thy Suff'ring and Kanfom ; For þ 

And will admoniſh 
all who our Partners in the Fall did peril} To di 
To go with us: 


7 Togo with us to heav'nly Grace's Thron This 
View thetedeemer's Heart, God's onlyS i This 
Why He ſo did ſuffer 

On the Croſs bleeding MW © To 
And wherefore truly Torment ſo exceedi 
He underwent ? "Tis h 


18 For this there muſt be ſome moſt weight 
Cauſe ; | 

And 'tis from hence the Church her mil 
Theme draws ; 


Therese 
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Therefore are we holy, 
And ſtand, thro' one Thing, 
In the World upright, not ourſelves defiling, 
He merited it. 


19 Not that we better are, leſs vile had been 
Than others ; we by Nature are mere Sin, 
Ev'n like the worſt People, 

We are nought better, 
Our Right to Mercy in itſelf's no greater 
Than cther Men's. 


ice, M:o He who to us his Croſs's Help did lend, 
Will likewiſe other Supplicants attend, 
For he's moſt deſirous 
They too might proſper ; 
To draw ſtill gently all Men to him nearer, 
His Office is. 


wore: This is what ought our Subject now to be, 
Soi This ſhould we preach, O Croſs's Church, 
to Thee, 
ing, © To all Souls Succeſs 1s 
ecu % Promis'd by Jeſus, 
is his chief Pleaſure to relieve and bleſs us, 
eight « His Heart's Delight, ” 


z What Wonder, ſpeak of nothing elſe we 
m enn, 

But of the Sum and Price, and of the Man, 
Who fo kindly paid it 

Us Worms to purchaſe, 


Q 3 Us 


er 


ref 


— 
Wann 


. 
— - 0 ˙ ͥÄꝙj«eꝗñ 4K —— — 


— ——— — 


— — 
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Us into his Death happily baptized has, 
And leaves us not! 


CXV. 


3 Edeemer! who at Golzotha 
Once as a Lamb wert ſlain, 
We pray Thee now molt heartily, 
Draw near to Thy dear Train. 
Here are ſome Benches fill'd with Worms, 
For whom Thou ſhed'ſt Thy Blood: 
Come then, ah come, Thou Sinner's Friend, 
Our wounded Lord and God. 


2 Lift up. O great High-Prieſt! Thy Hands, 

Nlark'd with the Wounds ſo dear, 

And bleſs, O bleſs us graciouſly, 
Us all, who now are here: 

O il:ughter*d God, Thy wondrous Love 
Which ſtill is in a Flame, 

Let this be felt amongſt us now, 
And give us Joy and Shame. 


3 Grant ev'ry one of us, to know, 
What thou haſt done for him; l I 
And give us in Thy Blood's red Sea 
For evermore to {wim. 
O may Thy Spirit paint within 
Thee, Jela crucified, 44 
Then 1 hou dear Friend, ſo white and red Off ri 
Would'ſt be for ever ey'd, * 
4 31 
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4 The Mouth would know, how to deſcribe | 

What ſparkleth in the Hearr : 

Not to confeſs Thy Blood and Death, 
Would cauſe us Grief and Smart. 

Each Heart would wiſh and long and barn 
Some Work to do for Thee, 

And one would call ſome Sinners more 
Thee their dear Friend to ſee. 


Lord Jeſa! give, O give us all 
The Sinners holy Shame; 
Then will we gladly go about, 


nd, }ur Ranſom to proclaim : 
We'll venture Honour, Life, and Blood, 
5 Nor fear or Storm or Waves; 
7 


And with the greateſt Chearfulneſs 
Be Thy thrice happy Slaves. 
re CXVI. 
From the German. 
N“. 1054. 


] Ife, exalt the Majeſty 
Of our Sovereign Lord and King; 
Glad he's thus ador'd to be, 
Glad his Children him ſhould ſing ; 
On Thy powerful Day they riſe, 
n Off ring Free-Will Sacrifice; 
3 Thy 


— — 
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Thy victorious Triumph this, 


Since Hell's Hoſt defeated is. 
2 All, who loyal Subjects prove, S] 
All exult with chearful Noiſe; Ti 


They, Thy Spoils, inflam'd with Love, Fa 
Each his Foes thro' Grace deſtroys : 
Grace (what wondrous Thing it is?) 
Wafts us to the Port of Bliſs, Wi 
Soldiers, who this Secret know, 

May the Gates of Hell o'erthrow. 


3 Deareſt Lamb ! may we believe, 
Venture all on Thy Free-Grace ; 
Boldly Things not ſeen atchieve, 
Childlike view Thy loving Face : 
Faith Thy People's Strong-hold is, 
Their Delight and Pleaſure this; 
Cloſely to Thy Wounds to keep, 
Waking, Working, or Aſleep. 


4 Faithful Lamb! who livdſt by Faith aner- 
On Thy Pilgrimage below, 
On our Hearts Thy Spirit breathe, 
Thee th' Eternal Life to know: 
Hearts and Hands to Thee we give, 
Unto Thee to die, to live; 
Sion, if Thy Head depart, 
Thou a lifeleſs Carcaſs art. 


; 4 . 5 Fed 
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5 Head, Thy Body ne'er forſake, 
Ne'er Thy Congregation leave; 
They to Thee their Refuge take, 
They to Thee their Husband cleave ; 
Farewell bid to ev'ry Thang, 
Our Support is Chriſt the King, 
Who can his ſupreme Command, 
Who in Earth or Heav'n withſtand ? 


CXVII. 


From the German, 
Ne, 1226, 


I 82 anointing Oil, o' erflow 
And bleſs thy Churches here below, 
Make all Things thro' Thy Light divine, 
In Heart and Soul moſt clearly ſtine: 
We are thy Harbingers who *fore Thee ſtand, 
inner-Apoſtles and Thy Soldier-Band. 
2 O welcome and refreſh our Souls, 
With free Acceſs to I hy Wound-holes, 
Where we've ſo long been wont to flee, 
With childlike Fanuliarity : 
ind may we thence ſuch Nouriſhment derive, 
{hat we may vig'rous in Thy Service live. 
3 O Thou whoſe Eyes the World paſs thro, 
Each Servant and each Handmaid view 3 


He'll We are Thy Booty, Thy Reward, 


177 


For 


m - 
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For whom Thou thought'ſ no Toil too 


hard : al 

Nay for this End haſt not Thy Life deny'd, 15 
To make us Thy peculiar Joy and Bride. ö 
4 Let ev'ry Member here be found - Th 
In Life's bleſt Bundle cloſely bound; a F 


Quickly ſuch Light and ſuch Fire dart, Th 

Which may diffuſe and fill each Heart ; | 
O take us to Thy faithful Arms Embrace, 
And reach out to us ſtill the wonted Grace, 


CX VIII. 
From the German, 
Ns. 104. | 

1 CEE World, upon the bloody Tree 
Thy Life there ſinks in Death, $ Thou 
. Cover'd with Stripes and Wounds for Thee, De: 
Thy Saviour yields his Breath. That 
2 Behold His Body ſwims in Blood ; Mi: 
Out of His tender Heart, My D 
Deep Sighs and Groans He ſends to God, We: 
In His exceſſive Smart. Tcannd 
3 Thou Prince of Glory, knew'ſ no Sin, dShey 
What caus'd Thee then Thy Pain? 0 Grant 
Thou harmleſs, undefil'd, and clean, (Sin 
What caus'd Thee to be ſlain ? Thy Su 


4 "MW Ang 
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0 Wl 4 \y Sins, as num'rous as the Sands 
Upon the Ocean Shore, 
0 Have been the cruel murd'rous Hands 
That wounded Thee fo ſore. 
5; Thy Anguiſh, Thy tormenting Pain, 
And ev'ry dreadful Woe, 
U Thou didit fo willingly ſuſtain, 
£ My Soul /2uld undergo. 


6 Thou on Thy Shoulders tak'ſt the whole, 
To eaſe my burthen'd Heart : 
Thou bear'it the Curſe, to bleſs my Soul, 
And heal'ſt me with Thy Smart. 


7 Thy wondrous Love to evidence, 
Thou would'ſt my Surety be; 
Thy ſelf would'ſt pay my Debt immenſe; 
Thereby to ſet me free. 


$ Thou art Deſtruction to the Grave, 
hee, Death's Enemy ſevere; 
That each who was before his Slave, 
Might now be ſav'd from Fear. 


My Debt to Thee, dear wounded Love: 


0d, Weak Words cannot exprels ; 
I cannot here, if there above, 
, Shew proper Thankfulneſs. 


0 Grant me but this while I am here, 
(Since I can nothing give) 

Thy Suff rings in my Heart to bear, 

( VM - And in Thy Death to live. 


CXIX; 
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CXIX. 


1 Olnxce I can look upon Thee, Lord, 
And not diflolve in Love; 
O ſend more Grace like Drops of Rain 
Deſcending from above. 


2 Water my thirſty barren Heart 
From 'I'hy pure living Springs; 


Shine warm, T'hou Sun of Righteouſnel;, 


With Healing in Thy Wings. 
3 Send gentle Showers, to refreſh | 
The Seed which Thou haſt ſown : 
Then will it bud and bring forth Fruit, 
Which will Thy Bleſſing own. 


4 Fulfil Thy Promiſe, Lord, to me, 
And to my Suit now yield, 
Oh ! turn Thou me a Wilderneſs 
Into a fruitful Field. 


5 Dear Jeſus, blow on me the Wind 
Of Thy molt holy Spirit, 
Keep me inclos'd and cover'd o'er 
With Thy ſufficient Merit. 


CXX 
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CXX. 
From the German, 


No. 1308. 


inners ! come, the Saviour ſee, 
Hands, Feet, Side, and Temples view ; 
Sce Him bleeding on the Tree, 
8 See his Heart on Fire for you! 
* WW \icw a while, then haſte away, 
Find a Thouſand more, and ſay: 
Come, ye Sinners! come with me, 
View him bleeding on the Tree. 


Who would ſtill ſuch Mercy grieve ? 
Sinners! hear Inſtruction mild, 
Doubt no more, but now believe, 
Each become a ſimple Child; 
Artful Doubts and Reaſonings be 
Nail'd with Jeſus to the Tree; 
dals who truly fimple are 


Surely ſhall the Blefling ſhare. 


thro" his Poverty, ye Poor 
All may quickly richer be; 
That throws wide Heav'n's Mercy-Door. 
Grace's Treaſuries makes free; 
-XX tore ſecurely take who will, 
Lach poor Sinner take his Fill, 
R Roh 
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Rich in Grace hereby commence, T 
luſh no more for Indigence. 


They who ſearch their Hearts with Care, , 
And the Blame their own confeſs, — 

In the Lamb may have their Share, W 
Jo his Wounds have free Acceſs. h 
They that have been moſt in Debt, Ur 
Mongſt the chiefeſt Sinners ſet, . 
Ne'er forget their kind Releaſe, Let 
Beſt can reliſh pard'ning Grace. 1 

5 Cover'd with a holy Shame, = 
Pardon'd Criminals remain : 15 | 

Vet their Freedom they proclaim, * 
Their Adoption they maintain. ail 
Truſting in our Righteouſneſs fler 
Scarce does that begin to ceaſe, A H 
Ceaſes the tormenting Strife, ae 
All within is Peace and Life. 0 N 

6 Are you form'd a Creature new ? if de 
. Have you prov'd the Cleanſer's Art? Þ 
Can you Chriſt in Spirit view, 3 


Purified thro' Faith your Heart? 
Riſe, to meet the Bridegroom go, 
Nlingle with the Virgin Row; 

Oil you have, and need not fear 
Tho' this Moment he appear. 


7 Theſe move on the narrow Way, 
Watchful, chearful, free from he 


4 


e, 


rt? 
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Trim their Lamps from Day to Day, 
Adding ſtill Recruits of Oil; 

Doably cl the Spirit reſt 

On that happy peaceful Breaſt, 

Who himſelf to Praying gives, 

Who a Life of Watching Ives, 


N Up, go forth to meet the Lamb, 


Sleep and Slumber fur depart 
Let your Lamps be all on lame, 
Want of Oil will wound the Heart 
(;ractous Scepter of our King! 
Thee we touch, and Thee we fing. 
Under Thy propitious Sway 
Live we, grow we ev'ry Day : 


0 Flere we learn with inward Shame, 


How delightful is and ſweet 
** ee to ſerve, O gracious Lamb! 
Will: ngly Thy Love to meet 

Ours the Fault, we muſt cone, 
it debarr'd - om Happinet: ; 
(hon wou'dit rather have us be 
learty, ready, willing, free. 


R 2 CXXI, 
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: H 
C 
| XXI. Os 
From the German, | 
'F 
No. 1080, . 
: If 1 
Innere Redeemer whom we inly lore, ] 
Father of thine below, and thine abo 
Brother of Worms who carthly Veſſels bear 4 5 
Bridegroom of happy Souls who ſim ple ar _ 


2 Ol let us Day by Day with Rapture feel, M poſ 
What Grace, what Love 1, what Tly 


Spirit's Se: l, 5 Th 
What fervent Zeal that prudently aſpires, - | 
What heav'nly Drawings, what Seraphic Uis 
Fires! / 


5 A manly Spirit too, dear Lord, impart; 
A Face anointed, ud a glowing Heart: 
Let all our Members peak forth ho! 

Shame, 


And inward Life and Chearfulneſs proclai 
CXXII. 


Mall might it ſeem, if Chriſt abore 
Me for His Servant had, or no, 
Ne wao of little U le could prove: 
But HOW } {ee j Js 15 NOT 10. ; 


2 I 
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2 He once hath ſhed his Blood for this, 
A Family of Souls to gain ; 
Of theſe, tao' mean, if he ſhould mils, 
His Toil, His Death would be in vain. 


; 'Tis in poor Men he has deſign'd 
His Gifts and Works to bring to Light; 
If none t'accept them are inclin'd, 


5 It puts a Stop to his great Might. 
. wi 4 With an old Foe he is at Strife, 


Who hath ſeduc'd the human Race ; 
That Foe prevails, where Unbelief 
feel, WM Poſſeſſion holds, and Chriſt where Grace. 


le art 


9 Thus 'tis no longer a ſmall Point, 
pire That I my Heart to Chriſt ſhould give; 
phic His Vict'ry, Purchaſe, Praiſe art in't, 
And the chief Joy he can receive. 

_ CXxXIII. 

ho! 
" = _— who themſelves have known the 
IClai Lamb, 


Commend his quick'ning Blood, 
Inviting others to the ſame, | 
Which they have found ſo good. 


ve : Thoſe who ne'er drank of living Streams, 
Deſcribe not Jeſus well; | | 

They paint him not with Mercy's Beams, 8 

Eut Terrors brought from Hell. 

R 3 


3 Re- 
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3 Revenge was never in Thy Heart, 4 + 


Nor Fury in Thy Mind, 
Thy Nature, Lord, (not Man's Deſert) \ 
Compells Thee to be kind, 


4 Bclieve or not, Chriſt is the ſame ; 5 T 


WW; 


t3 


ww 


His Love cannot expire : 
But when we view that ſacred Flame, 7 
Our frozen Heart takes Fire. 


May all, who ſpread Thy Goſpel's Fame, 65 In 
Jeſu, in Thee abide, 


A flaughter'd Saviour ſtill proclaim, T] 
And nothing know beſide. | 
7B 
CXXIV, Fav 
Th 
Each me yet more of Thy bleſt W. / 
{ hou ſlaughter'd Lamb of God!. 0 
And fix and root me in the Grace . N 
So dearly bought with Blood, 7 N 


O tell me often of each Wound, [ 
Ot ev*cy Smart and Pain; 

And let my Heart with [oy confeſs 
From kence comes all my Gain, 


For This, O may I freely count 
Whate'er I have but Loſs ; 

And ev'ry Name and ey'ry Thing | 
Compar'd with This, but Drots, | - 


4 Ant 


t) 


An A 0 
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4 Anſwer me, tender gracious Lamb, 


Why didit Thou die for me? 
Me full of Sin and void of Worth! 
The Cauſe was all in Thee! 


Thy loving Heart could never bear 
To ſee me bleeding lie, 
To ſee nie fall a Prey to Death; 
Thyſelf would'ſt rather die. 


6 Ingrave this deeply in my Heart 
With an Eternal Pen, 
That J may, in my ſmall Degree, 
Return Thy Love ag kin. 
- But who can pay that mighty Debt, 
Or equal Love like Thane ? 
Thou wert, when ſorely wounded Thus, 
A Perſon all Divine. | 


O rather give me daily more, 
More ev'ry Hour to ſee, 
That Thou a bounteous Giver art, 
I muſt a Debtor be. 


CXXV. 
From the German. 
Ns. 2262. 
Each us, Q Lord! thy Croſs's Myſtery ; 
Yes, our ſincere Requeſt ſhall granted 


be, 
2 What 
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2 What coſt Thee Life, Blood, Death, ſtrong 
Cries and Tears, | 
The ſame remains nor waxes old by Years; 


3 Thy pow'rful Word o'er Walls and Ram. 
parts flies, 


Out-laſts (Thyſelf haſt ſaid) both Earth and P 


10 


] 


11 


skies. 
4 Who to His Blood ſhall Bounds and Limit I 12 
ive ? 
His Flock, yea all the World may drin f 
and live. 13 1 
Who can produce a Time, a Day, an Hour, 
This Blood may not exert vindictive Po , Ar 
6 *Tis no light Matter, when the Souls that 
lie 4 T. 
Beneath the Altar, Vengeance ! Vengeance Fric 
mo | 15 W. 
7 Tho' *bove a thouſand Years they thus hay: 
cried: 1 So ne 
(Patience divine ! how long wilt Thou bY; 80 
tried) Let x 


$ If by the Fiend this Cry can't be withſtood; - Or te 
Much leſs the ruſhing Stream of jeſu's Bod yield 


© But hark ! what Cry doth from the Saviouſ1s Juſt 


FE burit ? Butco 
That ſtrong Heart-piercing Cry ! I thi 
1 thirſt ! Thee 


10 


rong 


ears; 
Ram- 


1 and 
mts 
drink 


Hour, 


ow'r! 
Is that 


eance 


15 have 


hou bt 


h{tood 
Blood 


Savio 


% 
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io For what? of hoſtile Blood to drink his 
Fill? 
No, for the Hearts of thoſe that uſe him ill. 


11 He would not One ſhould loſt and faithleſs 
prove, 

But ſeeks to pierce Us with his Darts of 
Love. 


i2 And while Mankind diſdains his Voice to 
hear, 
(From the pure Spirit ſo averſe their Ear) 


13 To ſend his Meſſengers he docs not 
ceaſe, 

Ard ſuffers ſcarce a Mouth to hold its 
Peace. 


14 They cry in ev'ry Place in ev'ry Street, 
Friend, let us catch you in the Goſpel net! 


15 We'll take you Captive for our Gracious 
Lord, | | 
So need you never fear his two-edg*d Sword; 


10 So need you never to the Mountains cry, 
Let us within your Ruins buried lie! 


7 Or to the Rocks, for Anguith while you rave, 
Yicld us ſome friendly Cavern for a Grave! 


18 Juſt as you are, you may __ creep, 
But come, he'll gladly take you for his Sheep: 


19 Be you all over Sin, all over Shame, 
there's waiting for you {till a Heart in Flame. 
20 The 
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20 The judge, to whom alone Revenge is giv'n 29 (l 
Ordains for ſuch Poor Sinners Peace ad 


Heav'n. | | Th 

21 Who finds that Sin has quite o“erſpread 
his Soul, to * 

That his own Efforts ne'er can make hin 
whole, : [Yo 


22 As dead at Jeſu's Feet reſolves to lie; n T 
Jeſus hath ſworn that Soul ſhall never dic. "ap 


23 Were he a Bear, he ſoftens to a Lamb; 12 * 

And were he cold as Ice, he burns a Flame; = 

24 And were he dead before, yet fee he inc 3 H. 

The Saviour quick'ning whom the Fatt. r 
gives: 


25 The Spirit in his Temple takes his Flac 34 He 
Decks it with outward and with iwer 35 
Grace ; | 85 

| 26 Likeneſs to Jeſu's Death Without 15 ſcer Jak 


The Spring of Life eternal flows Within 6 To 
27 This Task we proſecute with all our Pow 


(For this, the Spirit and his Gifts are our Since 

28 To court poor Sinners, ſunk in Guilt ar 37 Is tl 
Shame, a 

Brides to commence and Partners of . Our I 

Lamb: '$ That 


29 Bride 


Collection of Hymns. 191- 


giv (Brides of a King who Charms divine diſ- 
> ald plays,) 

The Joy of Angels, Themes for Songs of 
ſpread Praiſe. 


o We'll take you by the Hand in tend'reſt 
te him Love, 


(Your Guilt and Mis'ry ſhall our Pity move; 


ie 11 This our good Wiſhes, our Eſteem excites, 
In ſpite of all ſelf-righteous Hypocrites.) 


: We'll introduce you to our heav'nly Kin 
And promiſe you he'll welcome all we bring; 


13 He'll moſt affectionate and gracious prove, 
And kiſs you with a tender Kiſs of Love: 


uc! He'll cloſe embrace you as his deareſt 
1 Friends, 


My Tuſtice, will he ſay, in Mercy ends. 


5 Whatever Souls to him in Spirit come, 
He'll kiſs immediately and take them Home. 
6 To come in Spirit, (which we'll here ex- 
plain, 
Since none can otherwiſe Admittance gain, 


7 Is this: to know that for the World and 


me 
Our Lord himſelf did Penance on the Tree; 


That as He there expir'd, it finiſb'd cried, 
The Spirit then the Saviour“ juſtified; 
39 That 


® x Tim, iü. 16. 2 Cor, v. 21, 
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39 That as he triumph'd over Sin and Hel! 40 A: 
He gave us Right in heav'nly Realms to dy!! Hoy 


40 And tho' unborn, tho” not in Perſon there, o On 
Yet in that Act of Grace I have my Shar: WC: 


41 To be a King and Prieſt was then reſtord, 
Prieſt unto God, o'er Death and Devil Lord 


42 Therefore muſt Sin lie 'vanquiſh'd at my 
Feet, 
Thro' Jeſu's Blood I muſt with Vict'ry meet 
43 When on my Ranſom I retire to think, 
And in my Saviour's Wounds enamour'd fink, T: 
44 Then trembles all the World both mall W And: 
and great, Than 


Nor dare ditturb my Meditation ſweet. 75 
Im gr 


45 And where's the Wonder? To the Word Toms 

at large, If but 

A Charge long ſince is giv'n, a ſolem 1; pain 
Charge, leb 

46 Not to awake a Child of Faith that ſleeps, 1, ry 

Much leſs to fright a Soul that watching And it, 

keeps. 1 

47 By * Side his Sheep lie ſafch ke 

Fearleſs as Lions, while the Lamb's the! ere 
own. Alle 

48 Venture who dare to break that M 192 

Repoſe, * 


Who Jeſu's Voice to hear, in Stil ncſs go To God 
I 49 * 
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h A New-born Soul how ſweet it is to view ! 
. How does its Happineſs our own renew! 


„Jo Onev'ry Houſe- top find us, Lord, a Place, 
4 We'll ſhake to Atoms all Self-ri »hteouſneſs. 


1 CXXVI. 


ny 
| From the German. 
et, 

Hanks that God's, 8 hath ed 
, Upon the Croſ in .tdam's NE d ; 
all And freed us from th' un 1 wpy Fall 


Thank him for this, ye Sinners a! 1 


— 
Tm griev'd no more for fan's Fail, 
lo me it brings no Harm at all; 
If but the Lamb, who bore my *marr, 
my 1; painted bright within my Heart : 


; If but dare rejoice in Faith, 
and feed upon my Saviour's Death; 
And if, from taſting of his Love, 

His Wounds ſhall daily ſweeter prove. 


Thanks, that Mankind has ſuch a Lamb, 
Who freed us from our Curſe and Shame ; 
Abundant Thanks, that thro' his Bland 
All what we loſt is now made good. 


Satan may fret eternally, 
To God's dear Son the Lamb I fly, 
8 
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Whom he, for my Rliſdeeds and Pride, 
To his own Loſs has crucify'd. 

6 Hell's Gates ſhall break, however firong, 
When of the Lamb one ſings a Song; 
Tho' Satan like a Lyon ſtood, 

He's out of Heart fore Jeſu's Blood. 


1 


Tha 


40 1 

7 Permit me therefore, tender Lamb wn 
To praiſe and ſing, with inmoſt Sliame, * ay 
Of ihy ſo bitter Penance here, hs 
Which Thou from Head to Foot didſt ber 4 T. 


8 And that it is moſt ſurely ſo, i Ard 
. * 7 © I. 4 E 
That Thou, a thouſand Years ago, 


When on the Croſs they Thee revil'd, . 
Me with Thyſelf haſt reconcil'd. Where 
9 Thy Side's-ſhrine now moſt clearly ſhew, Il Well 
The Beauty of each Nail-hole too; "ks 
Thy Death my Joy and Pleaſure be, 8 i 


Till I can view eternally, And to 


10 And when thou there ſhalt ſhew my Heart, 
How fair, my wounded Lamb ! thou art, 
So will I, with the Sinners Train, 


Thank Thee for what thy Blood did gain. 
1: And now I beg once more, while here, 


E 


Make ev'ry Wound exceeding clear, his I. 
That I thereon my Faith may place, ous ſinful 
Till I ſhall ſee Thee Face to Face. what 

& Hat, 


C XXVII. Slaves 


CXX VII. 
1 to Thy Mercy, deareſt Lam, 


That I, tho'late, have knownthy Nan; 
hat Things from wiſer Minds conceal'd, 
10 me a Babe have been reveal'd ! 
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| 

What am I Worm, or what my Ways, | 
(o Thee a Rebel all my Days) " 
{hat Thou to ſuch a Soul hold'it forth 1 

A Treaſure of unfathom'd Worth ? | 


Ard can it be theſe ſinſul Eyes 

Have ſpy'd where that great Treaſure lies, 

Have been directed to the Ground | | 
Where preſent Bleſſedneſs is found? | 


"> Well, gracious Lamb, Thy Will be done! 
Sinners Thou ſav'ſt, and I am One: 
From this vain World hence forth I part, 
And to Thy Service give my Heart. 


0 
4 
* 


ean, : | 
t ö 
. cxx vii. 
ain. N . i 
| f IE Bridegroo:n is near, 1 
, And ſeeth us here ; lt 


his Heart is influn'd LE 
aus finful Wretches ; this mal:es us aſham*d. * 
2 What are we but Duſt. 


Slaves once of each Lu: 
8 2 How 
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How could we be free, | 10 
But by this dear Bridegroom, who bled on the N. ge c 
Tree? fe 
He bought us by Blood, g Ea 
To His and our God ; Iv 
And choſe for his own ; any 

Us Sinners, before cer his Love we hadknown, 
Tis moving indeed, AT 
That Jeſus did bleed ; Go 
How can 1t but touch, To | 


That he for vile Rebel: ſhould ſuffer ſo much, oeſas, 


6 The Bride of the Lamb 


Is cover'd with Shame, 11 If th 
Whenever a Kiſs the 

Or gracious Embracing ſhe fceleth of his. We'l 
prove: 


6 The Bridegroom above 
Js nothing but Love; | 12 If an 

And that he was ſlain, Then 
This moveth the Bride's Heart, to love hig That 


again, eh Cure 

2 

7 My dear Brethren ſee, C26 
Hou [102en ages we, | I? If the: 
And wand'ring about: de can 


But Jeſus did fetch us, and warm us thro%out. I And 


8 No Threat Wings at all 
We heard in his Call; 
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« died for thy Reſt, 
ehe cheartul, tho" ſinful, and lean on myBreaſt.? 


If we know him thus, 
Each Member of us 
Should gladly look round, 
nere hundred or thoufand loſt Sheep might 
be found. 


10 A Labourers Choir 

Should burn with Deſire, 

To bring many Souls 

ſoſeſus, the Sinner's Friend's thorow-pierc'd 
Holes. 

17 


1! }? therefore we find 
the Lame or the Blind, 
| We'll beg our dear Lamb, 
o prove and to glorify on them his Name. 


12 If any be ſick, 
nen we will be quick, 
That Blood to apply, 
eh cureth each Sickneſs, that not one can 
die. 


if there's a deaf Ear 
te can make it hear; 


ut. And then we'll proclaim | 
it Jelas, who is our dear High-prieſt and 
Lamb. 


The Dead {hall perceive 
Ihe Son's Voice aud live; 


S 3 What 


—— — i —. — — 


1 
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What Wonders are here ! > This 
Come, Come let us ſerve him, who bought us An 
ſo dear. It ma 
15 Dear Brethren, 'tis right, An 
To wait Dayand Night; The b 
It is now his Hour, | But 
He's ready to give us his Light, Life and Pow'r. pat 
16 From this very Day NM 
We will not delay, Th 

To follow the Lamb, * 
To ſerve him with Gladneſs, and live for hi: Wo « 
Name. ; Did 
17 We will nought diffaſe, Oſweet 
But this welcome News: Tha 
: The Lamb has been Alain 3 Sprinkl. 
This Text we will preach of again and again. This 


18 This entreth thy Ear, 
O Bridegroom moſt dear 
Thou Lamb that wert ſlain, 
O be Thou the Leader of us and our Train. 


CXXIX. 


} HE Blood of Chriſt by Faith applied 
To a Believer's Heart, 
Poth ſoften, heal, and purify, 
And take away all Smart. 


3 
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| This precious Blood doth cleanſe from Sin, 
8 And wipes away our Tears, 
It makes our Garments white and cle an, 
And frees us from all Fears. b 


The Blood of Abel Vengeance cried : 
But Jeſus cried, © Forgive, 
r. Father, they know not what they do, 
Forgive them, let them live.“ 


The Father heard his Well-belov'd; 
| How could He Him deny, 
his Who for our Sins upon the Croſs 
Did ſweat and bleed and die? 


Oſweeteſt Saviour, let Thy Blood, 
That precious Blood of Thine, 
Sprinkle and overflow this Heart, 


in. This ſinful Heart of mine. 
e  & 
_ From the German, 
Noe, 1202. 


HE firſt-begotten Son of God 
Takes up with Mortals his Abode 
lil He who was ſworn to A5raham, 
Who ever was and is the ſame ; 
ecame, and hidden Myſteries reveal'd, 
hich from the World's Foundations were 
Thi conceal'd ; 
2 Into 


=. *4 
— _ W- 


1 3 
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2 Into which Things, with wiſhful Eye, 
Angels themſelves deiir'd to pry ; 
For they beheld Man's Wretchedneſs, 
His Slavery and deep Diſtreſs, 
They ſaw him plung'd in Sin and Miſery ; 
Bat yet that Love was ſtirring could they ſee, 


3 The fiery Law, that came between, 
Was an Eſtabliſhment too mean, 
Too weak, Salvation to reſtore ; 
Tt Sin expos'd, but could no more, 
It bid us Do, but could not Strength impart, 
It knew to wound, but not to heal the Heart 


4 Then Love brake forth, Behold me ſtil 
«« Prepar'd, O God, to do Thy Wil]! 
* I freely come, I freely dye, 
For Guilty Man to fati>fy ; Vith vel 
J, in Man's ſtead, will hang upon the Tree, fi; Pilgri 
% From Sin, and Death, and Hell to ſet him 


free!“ 9 In P 

N ; Long 

5 And thus for our imputed Guilt We 

Our Surety's precious Blood was ſpilt; We : 

The Sins of all on Him were laid, Ind in _ 

And he for all has fully paid ; 38 
And now doth God for Ciuldren dezr receive} © 

All Sorts of Sinners, who on Him beliere. 
; 0 Blood e 
6 We dead in Sins and Treſpaſſce, This 80 


The narrow Way to Life and Peace 
hz 
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N Had neither Will nor Pow'r to find, 
Nor was our Heart at all inclin'd 
„ Fro wiſh, or ask, that Happineſs to know, 
Which only from the Saviour's Wounds can 
| flow. 


as 7 Out of pure Grace, unmerited, 
Salvation ſhowers on our Head : 
Merely becauſe the Lord has dy'd, 
Becauſe a Lamb was cruciſy'd, 
ire we invited to poſſeſs a Throne, 
rt, Wefore the World was made, ordain'd our own. 


$ Hence the good Patriarchs of old, 
> fell In Faith were confident and bold, 
1 They ſpy'd their native Land from far, 
And wiſh'd already to be there, 
Vith vehement Deſire thereafter ſtrove, 
ee, Pilgrims on the Earth content to rove. 


9 In Faith theſe ſtedfaſt liv'd and dy'd, 
Long ere the Lamb was crucity'd : 
We who in Faith's bleit Seaſon live, 
ts We allo heartily believe, 
Ind in our Saviour's bleeding Wounds can find 
hat they purſu'd with all their Heart and 
Mind. 


0 Blood of my Savjour's Wounds ! (how dear 


This Sound to each Believer's Ear !) 
e What 


| 
[ 
p 


* 5% 


—_—— 
5- oo = -— 4< 
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What Multitudes ev'n now can feel 


Thy Energy, and ſettling Seal ? 5 The 
Thou God unſearchable! Thou Lamb once (Vn, 
fn ! That 
Let us once feel Thy Blood, and Health obtain! And 
( This 
CXXXI. That 
From the German, i * 
0 * = 
Ne. 1258. FP 
Who, 
? HE Saviour's Blood and Righteouſneſs MW For m 


My Fin'ry is, my Wedding-drels ; For » 
Therewith, when ent'ring Heaven's Land, W, [ & | 


Full well ſhall I before God ſtand. That 
2 For tho' I once at Judgment: ſeat Fills a 
Appear, I ſhall no Cenſure meet; Andi 
Since I'm abſolv'd already here; 
And my whole Debt is paid off clear, do b 
3 Th' Hand-writing on the Croſs is ſeen, en ti 
A Spectacle for Satan's Spleen; 7. It 
The Nails, that have the Saviour ſlain, * * 
Have torn th' old Covenant in I'wain. 10 Ib'lie 
4 Tho' ſign'd and written with my Blood, (Whic] 
Moſt binding and moſt firm it ſtood; And let 
Yet now the Bond is cancell'd quite, Is paid 
And no Demands on me can light. 11d] 


2 The Saw, b 


eſs 


TE. 
9 


d 


- 


Taz 
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The Fiend's deſerved Pay here ſee, 
hy naiPd he God's Sex to the Tree?) 
That he o'er Souls does loſe his Sway, 
And Jeſus bears them ſav'd away. 


This knows full well the Serpent old, 
That fairly he has loſt his Hold 
Of us and all Mankind hereby, 
And with the higheſt Equity. 


And now the Lamb from Blemiſh free, 
Who, on the rugged Shameful Tree, 
For me his Life laid freely down, 

For my true Lord and Gd I own. 


Pry 


— 23808 * RL . 2 — * <bwan  td 


Ido believe, his precious Blood, 
That molt ineſtimable Good, 
Fills all the Treaſuries divine, 
And is in Heav'n itill current Coin. 


do believe, if Sinners Race 


Ten thouſand T imes more num'rous was; 
Yet full the Devil had his Full, 
Tis without Right he keeps one Soul, 


0 I b'lieve Eternity's Demand, 
(Which does inexorable ſtand, 
And lets nought damnable pals free) 
Is paid for ev'ry Soul and me. 


| 1 do believe, the righteous God 
aw, by his dear Son's Death and Blood, 
His 


! 
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His Juſtice better ſatisfy'd, 
Than if Adam had been deſtroy'd. 


12 *Tis true the Debt this would eraſe, 
But Satan would t* inſult have Place; 
And God hath loſt his Image fair ; 
"Tis better, we releaſed are. 


13 Now the whole Univerſe ſhall ſee, 
How I in Heav'n receiv'd ſhall be; 
Ye Angels! hear this too, and own 
This Grace, before the Father's Throne. 


14 If I ſhould, thro' Chriſt's Merit and Loy: 
A Servant e'er ſo faithful prove; 
O'er all that's baſe the Vict'ry uin; 
Nor ev'n till Death commit one Sin: 


15 Vet wül l, when I come to you, 
Nought think, how good 1 was and try. 
But * here's a Sinner, who would fain 


* Thro' the Lamb' Ranſom, Entrance pair 


16 There ſings our Father A5raham, 
And all the Saints before the Lamb ; 
And in their Song one plain may view, 
It ftands : That they were Sinner: too. 


17 If ask'd about my Wedding-arefe, 
Without which there is no Acceſs, 
Ill fay : “I Jeſus then put on, 

«© When naked from the Fiend I ran. IA great! 


ID x 
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13 © I've kept with Care this ſhining Dreſs, 
et has this choice peculiar Grace, 
That Chriſt's unſeen ſpecific Blood 
« Preſerves it ever fair and good. 


19 Suppoſe, that next the Queſtion were : 
When in the World what didft Thou there ? 
Id fay : “ I thank my Lord, could 1 
Good do, I did it willingly. 


2 And ſince I knew, his precious Blood 
one. © Had Sin o'erwhelm'd with its pure Flood; 
And that one need not yield conſent; 

This gave me Joy and ſweet Content. 


| © If now their came a ſinful Luſt, 

„ thank'd my God, there was no Ma; 
* Ifaid to Cov'touſne(s, Luſt, Pride, 
For you my Lord was crucify'd. 


in |: © No Parley with the Foe I'd make, 
82 © But choſe the ſhorteſt Courſe to take, 
And ſimply tomy Lord complain; 
Thus did I always Freedom gain. 


w, As Men are wont of Ghoſts to ſay, 
That by the Croſs they're driven away: 


What God the Lord nor prais'd nor loy'd, 
That by the Croſs I far remoy'd.”” 


Then will the holy Company 
m. IA great Rejoicing have o'er me; 


* I. 


And 


— — —— —— — —:ê. - . 
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And ſtill more Joy to me to bring, 0 
They full of Spirit will with me fing : x To 
25 All Praiſe and Honour doth pertain Th 
Unto the Lamb; far He «cas ſlain, Ma 
Aud hath redeem d us by His Blood, * 2 
And made us Kings and Prieſts to Cad. be 
26 Now while in Life I'm yet confin'd, * 


So is it my whole Heart and Mind, 
To Chriſtians, Heathens, all and each, 72 Inte 


This Point and only this to preach : l fy 
27 That our for ever-bleſſed God Of ＋. 


* By his Son 7e/u's Death and Blood, 
4 Has ſhewn his Love to ſuch Degree, 
As ne*er in Truth can fathom'd be.“ 


28 Ye Children all in Grace's Fold, | 
You heartilv intreat J would, 
"Faro" all your Lives the plan ne- er m its, Wu 


But faithfully keep cloſe to This, "Twas 


29 An d. ve, *bove all, who Teachers are, I 'Iwas t 
Nougut vou can do, (in Mem'ry bear) What 
Souls are ti! em pty , void of Good, 
Till you bring in th' Attening-Blocd. To take 


30 O Jeſu Chriſt! all Praiſe to Thee, When 1 
That Thou a Man vouchſaf dſt to be: Jo cold a 
And for each Soul, which Thou hait mad The © 
Ilaſſ an Eternal n paid. Before * 


31 
Rev. v. 9, 10, 
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:1 O give us now, to ſpeak Thy Word; 
To all the Captives 1 5 afford, 


That they, if to Thy Wounds they'll flee, 
May find eternal Life in Thee. 


1: O King of Glory, Chriſt the Lord! 
Thou'rt God's own Son, th' eternal Vo; 


Let all the World Thy Mercy ſee, 
And bleſs what ſolely cleaves to Thee. 


; Into Thy Wounds, while I am here, 
Lil look, after my Grace's Share; 


And, when above, ſhine in the Dreſs 


Of Thy rich Blood and Righteouſneſs, 


CXXXII. 


HE Croſs, the Croſs, O that's my 
Gain ! 
Becauſe on that, the Lamb was ſlain; 
'was there my Lord was crucify'd ; 
'Twas there the Saviour for me dy'd. 
What wendrous Thing could move Thy 
Heart, 

To take on Thee my Curſe and Smart ? 
When Thou force + neweſt I ſhould be 
So cold and negligent t'wards Thec. 


The Cauſe was Love, I fink with Shame 
before Thy ſacred Jcſu's-Name, 
. Þ 7 


2 That 


- = 1 
- — - — — —— 
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That Thou ſhould'i bleed and ſlaughterd An 


be, Lar 

Becauſe, becauſe Thou lovedſt me. 0 K 

4 Thou loveſt me: O boundleſs Grace ! Con 
Who can ſuch wondrous Mercy trace ? To 
J. who unfaithful, fooliſh am, Pl 


Yet find Thee ſtill a patient Lamb. 


To Thy red Croſs I lift mine Eyes, 
That is the Tree will make me wile ; 

That that's @ Tree of Knowledge good, 
Evil was drown'd in Jeſu's Blood. 


5 The bloody Croſs, That bears a Fruit, 
Which does poor hungry Sinners ſuit ; 
It is a Tree of Lift for all, 

Who're doom'd to Death in Haam's Fall; His ( 

7 See what a deep-dy'd red it bears! 
Look how that Nail my Saviour tears; 1. 
Stain'd and beſmear'd with Blocd divine, But 
There hangs the King from David's Line But; 


8 Here will I ſtay and gaze a while ap . 
On | hee, Thou Friend of Sinners vile; y, 1 
Fll look and ſee· what I have done, * 
To God's eternal gragiuus Son. 5 No fl: 


Eh The ble 
9 Lord, what is Man, and what am I, No oth 


'i hat Thou ſhould'it ſuch a Creature bu n 
mr” Al by 


/ 
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And ſeal my Ranſom with Thy Blood, 
Languiſhing, melting on the Wood. 


10 Here is an Enſign on a Hill! 
Come hither ! Sinners, look your Fill ; 
To look aſide is Pain and Los, 
Pll glory only in the Croſs. 


11 I'll live and dwell by this bleſt Flood, 
The flowing Stream of Jetiu's Blood; 
That Blood which he, in tender Love, 
To ſhed, did leave His Throne above. 


12 Here in a Glaſs I fix my Exe, 
b The Glory of the Lord t' eſpy; 
'Tis by beholding I ſhall be 
Chang'd to his Image who lov'd me. 


1; His Glory did the Lord proclaim, 

When Moes pray'd to ſee the ſame : 

* Before Thee ſhall my Goodneſs paß, 

* But Thou can'ſt not behold my Face.“ 


Line But we with open Face behold 

The Glory, which before was told, 
„ $i0uld be reveal'd when Jeſus dy'd ; 
ie i We look upon Him crucity'd. 


5 No flaming Sword doth guard this Place, 
The bloody Creſs proclaims Free-Grace ; 
, No other Way can Heaven win, 

e buff at by the Croſs muſt enter in. 


Mere 


* 


＋ 3 EXXXIIL 
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CXXXIII. 


From the German. 
N'. 1546. 


I HE faithful Father Abraham, 
With all who bore the Patriarch 

Name, 
The Priefts and Lewites in their State, 
The Watchmen at the Temple Gate, 


2 The Fathers ſtrong in Faith and bold, 
With thoſe who propheſy'd of old, 
The ancient Tribe of Witnefles, 

And 1jrae''s ſanctified Race, 


They had nor knew no other God, 

But Him who thro' his Death and Blood, 
(As his dear Father's Pleaſure was) 

Did Penance for the Sinner's Cauſe. 


4 The Lamb, the Church's Lord and Head] 7 iT þ 


G3 


With whom we're ſo enamoured, _ And 
Him Söbra'm and his Seed ador'd and 
As their own God and only Lord: 

5 Who left his Father's Mojeſty, 11 The 
And put on our Humanity, Thar 
He in tne Covenant of old Now 
Was as the Son of God foretold, Hold 


61 


* 
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6 On this Account it is we read, 


That Abra'm on His Day was glad; 
And joy'd to view Him as his Lamb, 
Bearing his Sins, and Guilt, and Shame. 


Therefore they wiſh'd with thouſand Tears, 
Until the num'rous Term of Years 
Was ended, when th' eternal Son 
Should ſtoop, and leave His Father's 
Throne, 


$ That he thro” bleeding on the Tree 
Might free them from their Miſery, 
For all their Sins a Ranſom make, 
And ev'ry Bond and Fetter break. 


0 Now this whole Choir, with holy Shame, 
Therefore adore their flaughter'd Lamb, 
And in their Song one plain may view, 
* It ſtands, that they were Sinners too :” 


10 That the Lamb brought them thro? with 
Pow'r, 
And open'd wide their Priſon-Door, 
And touch'd them with his bleeding Love, 
And led them to the Realms above. 


11 Therefore it ſtands moſt ſure and plain, 
Thar the poor helpleſs Sinner-Train 
Now thro' the World diſperſt abroad, 
Hold Jeſus as their Lord and God. 
| i2 We 


— OG. CC OOO Oe 
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12 Wewith the Lamb are ſatisfied ; 


Who knows or feels ought more beſide, An 

Belongs not to our Sinner-Choir, Th 

The Lamb's the whole of our Deſire. 9 T 

13 In Him we ever have our Fill, To 

And would we ſoar yet higher ſtill He 

To ſearch the Godhead's Myſteries, Wh 

There we can never reſt at Eaſe: 20 N. 

14 From ſuch a Search we turn again, * 

n 


And childlike afterwards remain, 
Viewing the Nail-Prints of the Lamb Soor 
From whence our Free Election came. 10] 


15 And would we yet the Father ſee, 
This only thro' the Son can be; 
Philip he ſaw him in the Son, 

The Partner of his royal Throne. 


16 Thank God, that ] his Sinner am; 
Put all my Selfifſhn .s to Shame; 
While I'm of Jef..'s Blood poſſeſt, 
That's it, whereon my Heart fhall reſt, 


17 Fall with me in this bleſſed Mind, 
Brethren, and caſt all elſe behind ; 
As Duſt before the Saviour keep, 
And rightly learn the Sinnerſhip. 


18 Then ſimply Step by Step proceed, 
Where Jeſu's Hand your Plan has laid, 


Ai 


Let all 
Anc 
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And witneſs of our loving Lamb 
N Thro' Heat and Cold, Reproach and Shame. 


19 Then when his bleſſed Will is ſo, 
To call one from this World below ; 
Be flies to Jeſu's wounded Breaſt, 
Where thoſe departed Sinners reſt. 


20 Now, God in human Fleſh reveal'd! 
Thou know'ft what's in my Heart conceal'd, 
And that it's prefently inflam'd, 

Soon as Thy Blood and Wounds are nam'd, 


e, 1 O let me ev'ry Hour be found, 
My God, rejoicing in Thy Wounds ; 
Thy Grace and Blood-bought Righteouſneſs 
Remain my Strength, my only Dreſs. 


22 My Text within Thy Church ſhall be 
Thy Wounds, Thy Sores, and &ſiſery: 
My Text, when to the World I call, 
Thy Blood the Ranſom-Price for all. 


t, CXXXIV. 
From the German. 
N. 381. 
IE Lamb is ſlain, let us adore, 
d. And own how wonderful the Grace; 


" Let all within us feel his Pow'r, 
And filent bow before his Face; 
Who 
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Who feel his Pow'r, his Grace who prove, 
Serve without Dread, with Rev'rence love, 


The Lamb is flain, him Day and Night, 
Th' united Choirs of Angels fing ; 

To Him, enthron'd above all Height, 
Heav'n's Hoſts their nobleſt Praiſes bring, 

While here poor Sinners join the Song, 

And praiſe him with a ſtamm'ring Tongue, 


3 Gladly our own poor Works we lez ve, 
Wealth, Honour, Fame, for Thee alone; 
To thee, our Fleſh, Soul, Spirit give, 
Thy Death hath claim'd them for thy own; 
We take thee hence to be our Lord, 
Be thou in ev'ry Heart ador'd. 


4 Saviour of Sinners, may thy Blood 
Cur Hearts with Peace and Power fill; 
Still may we make thy Fleſh our Food, 
Still hear and love thy ſovereign Will; 
Still more to thee united be, 
By an unfeign'd Simplicity. 


5 Thro' Thee we live, for thou haſt drown's 
Our Hell, our Curſe, our Sins and all 
In this unfathomable Sea ; 
Fall proftrate, loſt in wonder fall, 
Ye Sinners, for the Lamb is ſlain, 
Who dy'd that we might Life regain. 


3 
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6 As Ground, when parch'd with Summer's 


Heat, 
Gladly drinks in the welcome Show'r, 
So may we liſt'ning at thy Feet, 
Catch ev'ry Word, and feel Thy Pow'r, 
O let nought in our Hearts remain, 


But this great Truth, The Lamb is Hain. 


CXXXV. 


HE Son of God, what was his Aim 


When he did ſuffer Toil and Shame ? 
What Gain or Comfort did he hope, 
When he did drink that bitter Cup ? 
Yea, what ſweet Fruit from his Work done 
Did he full ſet his Heart upon? 


> His Hope was this, that by His Pain 


Ful many Souls ſhould Freedom gain; 
Should live in Peace, and Joy, and Love, 
Led by his Spirit from above; 

Himſelf amidit them did intend 

1's dwell, their Brother and their Friend, 


O what Delight did He propoſe 
In guarding theſe from all their Foes ; 
In filling them with Gifts of Grace, 
Unknown before to Human Race; 
In hewing what [Improvements cou'd 
Le wrought in Sinners by his Blood! 
4 He 
I 
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4 He went to Heav'n, expecting now 
Our Hearts would to his Scepter bow ; 
That to His Blood with vaſt Reſort, 
Poor Souls would come whom Sin had hurt; 
That by that ſtrong and precious Stream, 
The World from Satan He might claim, 


5 All this He juſtly might expect: 
\ ., Scarce could His loving Heart ſuſpect, 
How ill we would our Ranſom treat, 
And all His Tenderneſs forget; 
How ſtubborn Souls, tho' bought ſo dear, 
Would never to His Blood draw near. 


6 © ye who have not lov'd your Lord, 
Nor known the Peace His Blood procur'd, 
Think with yourſelves how great's theGuilt 


That as to you in vain 'twas fpilt: 


5 a 


You have kept back his Purchaſe due, wy 
Forbad Him to rejoice in you. 3 
Hence 
CXXXVI. * 
From the German. g hey 
1 OY 
| Yet th 
1 HE Soul of Chriſt me ſanctify; -_ by 
His Spirit ſeal me gracioully ; \ ſuck 


His Body torn with many a Wound, 


That make my Soul and Body found a 
2 } 


we Wwe 


ad! 
11 
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The Water ſpouting from Thy Side, 


The Soldiers Spear had open'd wide 
it be my Bath, and le: Tny Blood 
(leanſe me, and bring me near to God. — 


The Blood- ſweat trickling down thy Face, 
| Afire my Heart of purchas'd Grace; 
Thy Crofs, thy Suft'rings and thy Pain 
My everlaſting Strength remain. 


Dear Jeſu, grant this my Requeſt, 
Take, hide me quite within thy reist; 
And grant me in Thy Conan Is to well, 
Secure from all the Pow*ri of Hel. 


CXXXVII. 


WMH who know our Lord indeed, 
1 Find a Help in all their Need: 

Tuer who clearly fe his Face, 

See 3 full of mildett Grace. 


Hence they can with ſeſos h 

Jait as u ith a Brother tres ; 

they can tell Him all their Mind, 
When they flip they find Him kind, 


Yet the Souls who Jeſus know 

Sink before Him very low: 

They who once have ſeen him clear 
Much will to offend Him fear 


LU 4 Bat 


218 A Collection of Hynxs, 


But this very Fear is ſweet ; \ 
Ii but falling at His Feet, 7 
While His gentle Voice doth chide jy 
Our Untaithfulneſs and Pride. 8 
O how wond'rous is our Lamb 6 1 
To all thoſe who know His Name T 
Glad Abaſement, awful Joy, ** 
At one Glance our Heart employ, 0 
CXXXVIII, 45 

\HEY who Jitile Chil tren are, 2 


Safe in Jeſu's Love and Care: 
By this Fruit their Faith do prove, 
They each other truly love. 


2 From their being join'd in One, 
In the Faith of God's own Son, 
Nlighty Bleſſings they expect; 
Nor ſweet Fellow {nip neglect. 


2 None in his own Wiſdom truſts, 
None of his Attainments boaſts, 
Fach his Brother doth eſteem, 
No Self. love is found in them. 


4 Their Delight is when they all 
With one Voice on Jeſus call; 
And when fitly, without Strife, 
Each his Duty does in Life. 


5 Meck 


Meek 
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5 Meek they are to all Mankind, 


To good Offices inclin'd, 
Ready, when revil'd, to bleſs, 
Studious of the public Peace. 


6 Tender Pity, Love ſincere 


To each Soul of Man they bear ;. 
And, as Chriſt doth give them Light, 
Order all their Steps aright. 


7 Grant in us this Mind may be, 


Jeſu, from all Malice free : 
Waile in Love we thus are join'd, 
Thee ſtill with us we ſhall find. 


CXXXIX. 
From the German, 
No. 1015, 


I His tranſient World is not our Home, 
No Soul finds here, or Reſt, or Blits, 
1 he Man by this vain World o'arcome 
Weill of Salvation ſurely miſs. 
Jeſus alone yields Comfort true, 
Jeſus is Pleaſure void of Pain, 
Eis Love alone is ever new, 

His Friendſhip's Ardours ſtill remain. 
Tue fcorn'd ſelected Few thrice happy are, 
Who Jeſu's ſweeter, firmer Friendihip ſhare. 

U 2 2 His 
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2 His Shame to all will be diſphiy'd, 


However ipecions Here his Dref:, Fr | 
Who is not in the Robe array'd 
Of jeſu's perfect Righteouſnc ſs. To 
Who of Chhriſt's Fulneſs ne'er rece.v' 8 
Will tremble at the judgment Day, Th. 
However righteous Here believ'd, [ 
Then naked muſt he go away. 6 Tm 
Haſte then to Jeſu's Wounds ; thrice happy 7 
they | ' 
Who to the bleeding Wounds have foul] *" 
their Way, 
„„ 
1 HOU Friend of Sinners! hear myCry1 
And grant me my Requeſt, 
That in Thy Wounds I now may find 
My everlaſting Reſt. 


2 There is no Happineſs or Peace 
That can be found elſewhere, 

In them alone my Life Fl ſeek, 2 
In them Thy Love declare. 


3 May I no more reſiſt Thy Love, 
No more Thy Spirit grieve, 
But as a little Child become, 
And ſimply Thee believe. 


4 Faith is Thy Gift, my deareſi Lamb! Thou 
. hou' it purchas'd it for me; ru That, 
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From hence a Sinner's Right I claim, 
Which is, co worſhip Thee. 


To worſhip Thee who haſt redeem'd 
| Sinners from endleſs Pain, 
That they may know no other Thing, 
But that a Lamb was ſlain. 


J [impreſs this deeply on my Breaſt, 
app This Truth, That Thou haſt died, 
That in Thy Wounds with Confidence 


for: Jever may abide. 
CXLI. 
CY Hou holy ſpotleſs Lamb of God. 
Who left'ſt Thy glorious ble{s'd Abode 
] In Love to Sinners vile, 


To bleed for all loſt Adam's Race, 
Who all were curs'd, and dead and baſe, 
Bound faſt by Satan's Guile ! | 


2 Thou for their Sake, who hated Thee, 
Didſt ſhed Thy Blood upon the Tree, 
Thy Life for theirs didit give; 
Thou bar'ſt their Curſe, their Debt is paid, 
Tay Soul for Sin an Off ring made; 
Thou dy'dſt that they might live. 


Thou Lamb haſt bought them with Thy 
Blood ; 

That Price accepted was as good 

U 3 By 


b 
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By God for ever bleſs'd ; 
No Wrath remains on any one, 
That will but come unto his Son, 
And take his Righteouſneſs, 


4 And now ſhould any Doubt remain, 
Rehold the Lamb, for Sinners ſluin, 
'Midſt of the Throne is ſeen ; 
The Elders fall down at his Feet, 
With a new Song of Praiſes ſweet ; 
That he did them redeem. 


5 O could ] join this bleſſed Choir, 
With the ſame Love and holy Fire, 
How happy ſhould I be; 
Since ev'ry Creature on the Earth 
Should ſing this Song of heav'nly Birth, 
To him that made them free. 


6 Then why not I, tho' I am Clay, 
Since all my Sins are waſh'd away, 
With his moſt precious Blood ; 
My deareſt Lamb u ho dy'dit for me, 


Make all my Heart both burn for Tie, 


And tell Thy Love abroad. 


Never may I depart from Thee, 
Fhou purchas'd haſt this Liberty, 
That I may my Thy Grace ; 
Thy Wounds my G] 
My * ſure gainſt Sin and Death, 
My ſafe abiding Ple ce. 


A 
8 N 
* 


ory and my Strengt! 


= AA. 36 


rth, 
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$ Still feed me with Thy living Fleſh, 
That Bread will my poor Soul refreſh, 
While I remain below ; 
Give me thy cleanſing Blood to drink, 
Which freely for my Sins was ſpilt, 
And nought elſe may I know. 


CXLII. 
From the German. 
Ne, 68. 


ö HOU Jeſus art our King, 
Thy ceaſeleſs Praiſe we fing 1 
Praite ſhall our glad Tongue employ, 
Praiſe o' erflow our grateful Soul, 
While we vital Breath enjoy, 
While eternal Ages roll. 


2 Thou art th' eternal Light, 

That ſhin'ſt in deepeſt Night : 
Wond'ring gaz'd th' Angelic Train, 

While Thou bow'dſt the Heav'ns beneath, 
God with God, wert Man with Man, 

Man to ſave from endleſs Death. 


3 Thou for our Pain didſt mourn, 
Thou haſt our Sickneſs born: 
All our Sins on Thee were laid; 
Thou with unexampled Grace, * 
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All the mighty Debt haſt paid, 
Due from Adam's helpleſs Race. 


[| 4 Thou haſt o'erthrown the Foe, 
| God's Kingdom fx'd below; 
Conqu'ror of all adverſe Pow'r, Hs 
Thou Heav'n's Gates has open'd wide ; 
Thou thine own doſt lead ſecure, 
In Thy Croſs, and by Thy Side. 


5 Enthron'd above yon Sky, 

Thou reigu'ſt with God moſt High. 
Proftrate at Thy Feet we fall: 

Pow'r Supreme to Thee is giv'n ; 
Thee the righteous Judge of all, 

Sons of Earth and Hoſts of Heav'n. 


6 Cherubs with Seraplis join, 
And in Thy Praiſe combine : 

All their Quires I hy Glories ſing; 
Who ſhall dare with Thee to vie? 

Mighty Lord, eternal King, 
Sov'reign both of Earth and Sky! 


7 The venerable Train, 
Patriarchs, Firſt-born of Men; 
And th' Apoſtles of the Lamb, 
By whole Strength they faithful prov'd, 
Join t' extol his ſacred Name, 
Whom in Life and Death they lov'd. 


$ The 


Midit t 
Mic 
12 Art 
The 
Help u: 


The 
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t The Church, thro” all her Bounds, 
With Thy high Praiſe reſounds: 
Confeſſors undaunted here, 
Unaſham'd proclaim their King; 
Children's feeble Voices there 
To Thy Name Hoſannahs ſing. 


g 'Midſt Danger's blackeſt frown, 
Thee Hofts of Martyrs own : 

pain, and Shame alike they dare, 
Firmly, fingularly good ; 

Glorying Thy Crols to bear, 
Till they ſeal their Faith with Blood, 


10 Wide Earth's remoteſt Bound 

Full of Thy Praiſe is found : 
And all Heav'n's eternal Day 

With Thy ftreaming Glory flames; 
All Thy Foes ſhall melt away, 

From th” inſufferable Beams. 


1 O Lord, O God of Love, 
Let us Thy Mercy prove ! 

King of all, with pitying Eye 
Mark the Toil, the Pais, we feel; 

Midſt the Snares of Death we lie, 
Nidſt the banded Pow'rs of Hell. 


12 Ariſe, ſtir up Thy Pow'r, 
Thou deathleſs Conqueror! 
Help us to obtain the Prize, 


Heip 
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Help us well to cloſe 6ur Race; With . 

That with Thee above the Skies, Yea, 

Endleſs Joys we may poſſeſs. Thy Cl 

Let 1 

CXLIIL. bur Ch. 

6 | But 

From the German. 1 

No. 1270. Sy 

| : In all m 

7 Hou Lamb once lain ! whoſe flumi The. 
Eyes 


Sparkle with dazling Light; 
Ilow can a Sinner chuſe but bow, 
And fink beneath Thy Sight? 


2 Ev'n ſinful Duſt is now become TI. 
Thy own peculiar Spoil, =» 

And Thine and mine are made one Hear'r Tho 
Thro' Thy dear bloody Toil. To ſa 


3 How did Love ſeize me, that pure Fire, Mben I 
That flam'd within Thy Breaſt, Into a 
When Thou, before Thy Father's Throne hou dit 
Wert pleas'd to name me bleſs'd! With t 


4 Scarce was the Work in Heaven ſeal'd, hen T1 
But well J felt the Whole, Thou 


The ſweet Communion- Oil o' erſpread hou boy 
My Spirit, Body, Soul. And ga 
5 So TI became Thy juſt Reward ; ou did 


Now deck 'Thy new made Tn, F And fe 
il 
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With Light and Glory, as Thou wilt ; 
Yea, all Thy Will be done. 


Thy Child ſo minded ever keep; 
Let me know nought beſide, 

pit Chriſt the flaughter'd King of Light, 
But Jeſus crucify'd. 


Let me to Thee in all my Wants 
Childlike ſtill cloſer fly, 

In all my Courſe regarding ſtill 
The Beck of Jeſu's Eye. 


mul 


CXLIV, 


Hou Saviour my good Shepherd art, 
| "Thy Voice, dear Lord, I know: 
Jeu er Thou hait laid down Thy own Lite, 
To ſave me from deep Woe, 


hen I was loſt and far had ſtray d 

Into a Deſart wild; 

iron} hou didſt me ſeek and bring back ſafe, 
With tender Mercy mild. 


When I was broken and Heart: ſick, 
Thou pitiedſt my Pain, 

hou boundeſt up, and ſtrengthnedſt me, 
And gav'ſt me Health again. 


hou didſt me lead and gently tend, 
. And feed in Paſture good : 
Wit And 


ire, 
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And brought'ſ me to theeliving Stream 
Of Thy moſt precious Blood. 


5 Thy Blood ! O charming Sound to me 
Thy poor and helpleis Sheep; 
Thy Blood's my ſure Defence by Day, 
My Shelter when I ſleep. 


CXLV. 


From the German. 


N.., 1023. 
I Hou Soul's beſt Friend, Thou tende 
| Heart, : 

Who full of Love by Nature art, All 
Who ever can preſume to ſay 10 bot] 
He lov'd, ere I hou hadſt ſhewn the War. | 
Who e'er could boaſt his Heart was in a Flame "© of t 
Before the Bridegroom woo'd, and overcame 6 Howe 
2 One well may wonder at ſuch Love, . lowe 
All that is in us well may move, Our s 
To think, how One {ſo good and gre: * 
So holy, happy and compleat, and ct 
Should pant and burn to ſave loſt Men ſtaf ce we b 
Hell, leave it 
Who only know to hate him, and rebel. J Yes, ye 
3 Our Enmity's the only Thing Thou e 


That we to move thee, Lord, can bring} Thou 1: 
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Its forc'd thee rom thy Throne above, 
Veen to Death This made Thee love. 
et Lord! how King!) doth Thy Grace 
4 EO PPea. T5 ' 
D wiat a Maſter-piece of Love is here 


4 What coidel Hearts can chuſe but burn, 
When to th) Lore s ſtrongFire they turn 2 
Yes, they muſt fec! a kia ling Ray, 
Dillve in T'cars aud melt away. 

ear. Lamb! thy Love is inch an en dleſ. Store, 
lie Wit of Man mult ſilently adore: 


5 But yet, the ſimple Babes delight 
To prattle of it Day and N. gut: 
Poor Sinners to deſcribe it know, 
All who continue ſmall and joy, 
ho both themſelves, and Thy kind Influ— 
ence feel, 


ende 


* heſe of their Lamb can pleaſing Wonders tcl. 
ame However weak and helpleſs we, 


However pow'rful Sin may be, 

Our Strength is, Thou haſt call'd and 
woo' d 

And choſen us, when void of Good; 

Fence we believe we never need to yield. 

t leave it to our Lamb to g un the Field. 


7 Yes, yes, thou faithful watchful Heart, 
T hou ever lov'ſt to take our Part; 

bring Thou know'ſt T hy own to ſhelter ſti“ 

Th * Ir 


* 
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In ev'ry Danger, ev'ry II, 
Tho? Beelzebub, with all his helliſh Band, 
Together join, and all againſt Thee ſtand. 


8 And now our All (this be Thy Name; 
Since all the Titles we can frame, 
Thy Nature never can explain, 

Or rightly to the Mark attain : 
No Wit of Man this Point can farther drive, 
Than to give o'er, not ſee, believe, and live. 


See ! we fall down (but not thro' Fear, 
As if the Wrath of God was near ; ; 
No, thro* Thy Love's attracling Flame We 


Me ſink quite melted into Shame) Of 
Before the Throne, where Thou, dear ſlaugb For u 
ter'd Love, Th 


In Glory ſitt'ſt, ador'd by all above: 


10 Reach out Thy Scepter, King of Love? Come 
Let us Thy Royal Favour prove, We 


Its Point to us-ward ever turn, For T 

Grant us a Touch, and make us burn Ori 

The Heart thus warm'd, the Mouth to ſpeal} tr, I. 
will know, | In 8 

Th' obedient Eye will learn to overflow. * 
it 

Come h 

Thy 

CXLVIY Phe Loc 
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. 
From the German. 


Ne. 1072, 


; Hou, who with Sinners ſmitten arc, 
ve, Who doſt to Sinners friendly prove, 
ve. We now draw near to view Thy Heart, 
ar, | T n which burns and melts with 

ove. 
We (God for ever be ador'd) 
Of chat thrice happy Order are, 
For whom Thou chicfly *, gracious Lord, 
The — the Thorns, the Croſs didit 
ear. 


2 Come then amongſt us, Sinners Friend ! 
We bind ourſelves for ever Thine; 
For Thee our Lives engage to ſpend, 
United in Thy Love divine. 
Stir, Lord, that we may feel Thy Pow'r, 
In Spirit when we Service yield; 
And let us here and evermore. 
With Seraphs holy Fires be fill'd. 


Come hold a Love-feaſt with us, Lord 
Thy Fleſh and Blood the Dainties be; 
LV One Look into Thy Wounds afford; 
There let us our Election ce ! 


3 We 
= 1 Tim. iv, 10 


Ove 


rn 


rn * 
peal 
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We kiſs the Prints the Nails have made 2 
In both Thy Hands, and both Thy Feet; 
O Love, dear I ove! we ſhould be glad, May 
Were ev'ry Day I hy Death more w, (©; 


And n 
CXLVII. The 
From ibe German. 0 Crot 
0 Be t 
N . I 2 8 I . Of his 
| * 
I F "7 who ſo near us art, more near Dead : 
Than we can well expreſs, Quic 
Humbly with Veneration deep Till aft. 
Thy glorious Name ] bleſs : You 1 
In vileneis here before Thy Throne 
I lie, and ſafely feed 
On the rich Fulneſs of that Stream, 
Which God's own Son did bleed, 
2 This in peculiar Manner now 
Our needy Souls o'erflows ; 
Now likewiſe he doth us in him 
Lock up, and faſt incloſe: Tus 
The Tryals ſoon will ſhew it plain, U. Le 
That ſure his Flock of Grace „With! 
Has been provided well with Strength, \ 3 Pt 
His Teſtament to praiſe. 6 Whe ps 
3 Bat all our Senſes with his Wounds "IN TP; 
$0 taken up we find, n 
| ö uch ma 


5 An Eye 


0 Croſs's People ſtill believe! 
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As nothing but the Lamb's dear Pain 
To know or have in Mind: 

May Jeſus on the Croſs, remain 
Our Aim, and fx'd Deſire a 


And may his bitter Smart eat out 
The Ruſt of Sin like Fire. 


Be this World's Fumult fled; 
Of his bleſs'd myſtic Body Parts, 
Be chaſte to him the Head: 
Dead in your Members here on Earth, 
Quick only to his Love, 
Till after thouſand Victories, 
You triumph there above. 


CXLVIII. 
From the German. | 
No. 1147. 


Ilus to her Hushand ſpeaks the Bride; 
Let me from Thee be well ſuppiy'd 
With Incenſe for my Pray'r ; 
Give me a Childlike, chearful He: art, 
A _— ing ſteady Light impart, 
V hoſe itronger Fl. me defies the Air. 


Give me an inward, liſt'ning Ear, 

Which may Thy Voice diſtinetiy hear ; 
An Eye to view Thee fill ; 

X 3 Rigeit 
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Right Priefily Lips to tell Thy Praiſe ; 
Aud Feet, Earth's rugged craggy Ways 
To traverſe, without fearing III. 
Give Hands to bleſs inceſſantly, 
Thy Temple may the Body be, 
'I'he Soul Thy Friendſhip feel, 
A Wind of Grace the Spirit chear, 
Unknown to all both far and near 
Except the Bride, but ſhe can tell, 


CXLIX. 
From the German, 
No. 20. 


| H Y bleeding Wounds, dear Save 


are 
A deep unfathomable Sea, 
M hence Crowds, elſe deſtind to Deſpair, 
Drink out Salvation cv'ry Day: 
This makes each Witneſs loudly call, 
Plunge in this Sea, ye Sinners all. 


CL. 
From the German. 
Ne. 4352. V.-I, 2, 3, 


! HY Eyes, Thy Mouth, Thy Sid: 
Thy Body crucify'd, 


Whe 


— — 
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Whereon we build fo ſure, 

We then ſhall ſee ſecure, 

And kils and inly greet 

The Prints in Hands and Feet. 


Till then my Faith ſhall view 
Thy Eye-ſtreaks black and blue, 
The Clam on Mouth and Tongue, 
Thy Corpſe with Torture wrung, 
As in the holy Hyman 

Deſcrib'd from Limb to Limb, 

| b*lieve, in either Hand 

A picrcing Nail did ſtand ; 

And I believe, my Lord, 

Thy holy Feet were bor'd 
And that another Wound 

WY Within thy Side was found. 


Thou know'ſt, O God, that J, 
Were I juſt now to die, 

No other Saviour have, 

No other wiſh or crave, 

But jeſus Sinners Friend, 

A Saviour without End. 


C23 
From the German, 
NC. 1214. 


$ide 4 God the Holy Ghoſt we pray, 
Who points us out the Goſpel-Way, 
"he That 


2 


ur, 
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That He thoſe precious Gifts beſtow, 
Which ev'ry thirſty Heart o'erflow, 
Since Chriſt th' eternal Ranſom paid, 
When all our Sins on Him were laid. 


All Glory, Pow'r and Praiſe is Thine, 
Sweet Comforter, who didit incline 
Our Hearts, when by the Father drawn, 
To hear glad Tidings of the Son : 

For what we of Immanuel know, 

To Thy Inſtructions all we owe. 


A Stranger Thou to ev'ry one, 

Before That Sin to us was ſhewn, _ 
Which more than any Crime confound, 
Believing not on Feſu's Wounds, 

Which full Forgiveneſs did procure, 
Salvation ſtedfaſt and ſecure, 


As ſoon as this Diftreſs we felt, 
That Unbelief within us dwelt, 
And (owning our Joſt wretched Caſe) 


With Tears from Thee begg'd Faith ati 


Grace: 
Moſt kindly Thou didſt us receive, 
And our diſtreſſed Hearts relieve. 


Now let us in Thy School remain, 
Till we the Father's Throne attain ; 
Be to our Souls a faithful Guide, 

In Trials fierce with us abide : 


Thy 
*" M1 
b The 
dee 
Jet 4 


And f 
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Thy Witneſs to our Spirits bear, 
« \{y Refidence, my Temple's here.“ 


b The heav*nly Father's ſweeteſt Name 
Sweetly in ev'ry Heart proclaim ; 
Jet Aba ſoon, the childlike Cry, 
As Echo to that Voice reply ; 
Th' eternal WORD fill up the Soul; 
And for Thy Dwelling fit the Whole. 


CLIT. 
From the German. 
No. 1000, 


O Jeſus all our Soul directed is, 
We now have bound ourſelves for ever 
His. 
O! he hath drawn us with the Cords of Love, 
His ſatisfying Sweetneſs now we prove. 


He dips us in the Blood and Water-ftream, 
Ve taſte the Honey, find a light'ning Beam: 

Ite hath deſerved us, free ourſelves we give 

He bath redeem'd us, to him will we live. 


He was our Surety, he retriev'd our Loſs, 
Hleſo'd Founder of the Order of the Croſs ; 
He leads us now, as once old 1/rae/'s Race, 


no can recount the . onders of hi. Grace ? 


4 Lord 
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4 Lord, we would hate ourſelves for Love to 
Thce, 
And on matureſt Thought thy Servants be; 
Only Thy Influence with Power ſhed, 
And all our Enemies ſhall be as Bread.* 


CLIII. 
From the German. 
NC, 1142. 
I O me tis a clear Caſe, 
That I my Saviour's was On ſuc 
From my firſt Infancy ; Who, 
This by His Calls I ſee, | Affo 
And Drawings all along, Reſpec 
Frequent, diſtinct and ſtrong. To ſue 
2 This too to me is clear, | Who I 
That Ino Parting: fear, | And 
That thro' his Mercy free Who ih 
His 1 ſhall ever be; 
Nothing ſhall us divide ; To ſuc 
I know for me he dy'd. | 
: Who gl 
3 This makes me ſink for Shame, And 
Since I {o worthleſs am ; They L 


Down in the Duit I low —— 
Lamb, keep me ever low; 

I hou art my only Chief 

In whom is my Belief, 


CLI 


Num. xiv, 9. 
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CLIV. 
From the German, 
1241. 


O ſuch the King will give à K, of 
| of Lowe, | 
Who, at a Loſs which Way to turn or move, 
Fly to a private Place, 
and cry for a new Spark of Grace. 


On ſuch the King his Bing will confer, 
Who, when they meet a faithful Labourer, 


Afford Him Honour due, 
Reſpect and Love ſincere and true. 


To ſuch the King will grant Protection meet, 

Who love to fit in Silence at his Feet, 
And ſay, Alas! O Love, 

Who ſhall the heavy Stone remove!“ 


To ſuch the King will deign His Teaching 
mild, 

Who gladly liſten to the meaneſt Child, 

And chearfully allow 

They Learners are, and little know. 


CLV. 
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My n 
| 0 | 
CLV. 4 In. 
From the German. - : 
No NCT 

No. 1365. Out 

I O the Lamb ſtain'd with Blood, thy 
Who for my Sin and Necd, | 
[hs . 7 2 To Put 
pon the ignominious Tree ur 

Jo Death Himſelf did bleed; 5 

To the bleſs'd Prince of Life, My x 
Who felt ſuch racking Smart, Whe: 
While the whole World's collected Sin How th 
Transfix d and tore his Heart: From 

2 To him I wholly give = 
Myſelf this Day anew, ql 
As his own Booty dearly gain'd, * M 
His Spoil and Purchaſe de ; ad. 
That with me he may do. I ine! 
What's pleaſing in his Sight, Amaz' 
And from me take whate'er he will, Wit Gon | 


Whate'er he thinks not right. 


3 How very weak Iam 
May Saviour well can ſce, 
And how exceeding ſhort I fall, 
Of what I ought to be : 
Compaſſionate High- pꝛieſt, 
To thee I muſt appeal; 


3 
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My numbesleſs Infirmities 
O kindly haſte to he.l. 


In his moſt precious Blood 
He waſhes out my Stains, 
Which trickles healing on my Soul, 
Out of his open'd Veins ; 
t is his daily Care, . 
" His helpleſs Sheep to feed ; 
To purify their ſpotted Souls, 
And tend and gently le:d. 


5 My gracious loving Lord ! 
When I begin to think, 

How thy impatient yearning Zeal, 
From Sin and Hell's dark Brink 
Huth me deliver'd ſafe, 

And with ſuch tender Art ; 

ind how thy ſweet Almighty Blood, 

Filb'd and weigh'd down iny Heart: 


I fink beneath thy Feet, 
Amaz'd at Grace ſo free; 
bt ſoon J recollect myſelf. 
And ask how can it be? 
That Sinners baſe and vile 
Should be fo greatly lov'd. 
Vo ſo much Irouble ſtill have gis'n, 
And ſo unfaithful prov'd. 
Me thy all-ſeeing Eye 


| Has kept with watchful Care, 
\ * 22M 


%* 
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The trueſt Pains and Tending kind 
O! never didit thou ſpare : 
This makes me firmly truſt, 
Thou'lt lead me farther fil ; 


And guard me ſafe throughout the Way 


That leads to Sion's Hill. 


8 Thou haſt, me Sinner poor 
Snatch'd to Thy Heart in Haſte, 


With tend'reſt Mercy fetch'd me Home, 


And grav'n me on thy Breaſt ; 
Who, under a deep Senſe 
Of all thou doſt beſtow, 


Can chuſe but fink in Thankfulneſs, 
And even melt and flow ? 


9 O glorious King of Heav'n! 
A little Piece of Duſt 

Is not eltcem'd too ſmall and mean, 
To be 'Thy Friend in Truſt, 
Tis true thy Love's too great, 
To be by us conceiv'd ; 

By ſuch as unexperienc'd are, 
Too great, to be believ'd. 


10 Therefore, my deareſt Lord! 
I give my Heart to Thee; 
Altho' uneaſy or in Pain, 
Still wholly Thine I'll be: 
My Buſineſs then is his, 
(O may I it fulfil!) 


The 


And g 
With lit 
He ſa 
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Thee to exalt with all my Strength, 
Jo eye Thee only ſtill. 


CLVI. 


1 WO Points ought All to know + 
Rich, Poor, and High, and Low; 
Firit, their own Fall and Guilt ; 
Next, that Chriſt's Blood was ſpilt. 
Whenever this J feel, 
Then wretched I am well. 


243 


2 Yes, yes, upon the Tree 
Chriſt ſhed his Blood for me : 
Him may I never grieve 
Rufuſing to believe 
For this His greateſt Grief, 
Ungrateful Unbelief. 


CLVII. 


From the German. 


No. 1030. and 1006, 


Nfathom'd Wiſdom of our King! 
In Stilneſs he collects his Flock, 
Leads on, and to Perfection brings, - 
And grounds them on Himſelf the Rock; 
With little Hurry, Notie or Shew, 
He ſately guideth ev'ry Soul; 
1 3 No 
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No more the blinded World can do, 
1 kn ſcorn and ridicule the Whole. 


Thy Church, great Saviour! bought with 


lood, 
Outcaſts of Men, but dear to Thee, 
Eſtcems thy Croſs a pleaſant Load, 
In eaſy Yoke ; thrice happy the, 

V hen, bearing thy Reproach below, 
She ſtill partakes of thy free Grace, 
Which from thy Wounds doth ſweetly flow, 

And all Afflictions Load outweighs. 


Thou many, with thy winning Charms 
Haſt melted, touch'd by Fire divine, 
And many with maternal Arms 
Ein brac'd, and ſeal'd for ever thine: 
Aud, ſince they ſo unite in Love, 
Thy very Soal's Delight are they, 
And thou ſecurely from above, 
Doſt guide them, thro' Life's narrow Way, 
Come, tender Lord, ſupport the Weak, 
Support thy little ones with Grace; 
Thou knew'it, for Thee a- thirſt we fees, 
Kind Matter of thy choſen Race ; 
Faithful wa know thy terder Love, 
Thy Wotnds our Heav*n, our Paradiſe, 
ay Spirit, Soul and Body prove 
An ever-living Sacrifice. 


5 Withm 


-- 
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Within the Circle of thy Arms 
O may we ever live ſecure, 
'Tis by thy Oath that Thou art ours, 
Bond ever ſacred, ever ſure! 
Thy Work with mighty Arm ſupport, 
Satan thall ne'er prevail o'er thee : 
Let thy true Followers, though oppreſs'd, 
Bencath Oppreſſion Conqu'rors be. 


With 


low, CLVIII. 
From the German. 
4 . 360, 


E thank our God the Holy Ghoſt, 
Who Jetus in the Heart diſplays 3 
That he the numerous faithful Holt 
Of bleſs'd departed Witneſſes 
Vay, Brought home to Chriſt ; inceſſantly 
'  Holannah! Hallelujah ! cry. 


Not the leaſt Scruple can we hold, 
eck, But thou, great Maſter ! (us thou*rt bound) 
To his own choſen Croſo's Fold, 
Who have him, and in him are found, 
diſe, ! His Wounds wilt daily clearer ſhew ; 
It is thine Office ſo to do. 


Y 3 He 


ithng x B. This Hymn was on the Death of a Witneſs, 
0 had not been obedient to the Lord, 
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3 He on the Crojs, our Lord and God! 0 
(Tho? ſcorn'd for this by all Mankind; | 
Still is our Motto moſt avow'd, Ha 
Whereby we eaſily can find, An 
Whom as a Brother dear to greet, 9 7 
This, this our Sc/ibo/eth moit mect. + 
4 To miſs Chriſt on the blocdy Tree, To 
Where he for Loie to us did melt ; I 
When Chriſt our Eycs no more can fee, « p 
When in the Heart he's no more felt ; For! 
This fills the Soul with helliſn Smart, 403 
Ye:, God knows this, who know's tif W 
Heart. To 7 
& So ſtand we therefore, to this Hour, Or 


In one firm Pond of Peace and Love ; No o. 


Sinners at Enmity no more, Of Te 
I hro' Ch iſt at Peace with God: bove . * 
Our Father God, his Children we, 1 
Since Chriſt our Brother deign'd to be. 1055 
6 O that not one may leave the Plan! Still 
Whom Satan once aſide can lead, ho! 
Tho' he bethiak himſelf again Tis D 
And his firſt Steps would gl:dly tread, T 
Perhaps he ſha'n't obtain his Grace: _ 
This has already been the Caſe, Pr 5 


7 Weigh well the Baniſhment ſcvere, Your 
Which Moſes griev'd, that Man of God 
(U 
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(Of the Croſs Prophet Image clear ; 
d;) For he gave up himſelf and wou'd 

Have freely dy'd in 1/-4/'s Stead, 

And them by interceding freed : ) 


Let me yet enter that good Le na, 
Heav'n's fav'rite Witneſs wiſhful pray'd 
To his eternal Love and Friend, 
| In Pain and Anguiſh all diſmay*'d ; 
5 Peace,“ was the Anſwer, © humbly die.“ 
It; For Mercy, God, to Thee we cry! 


O where ſhall we ſure Refuge take? 
We wretched, weak, forlorn and poor, 
To Death, what equal Off ring make? 
Or how eſcape, thro” what kind Door ? 
e; No other Way, but th' open Space 
Of Jeſu's Wounds, the Door of Grace. 


5 


bove . You, who the Croſs's Subjects are, 
By theſe dear Wounds J earneſt pray, 
e. Your Heart's firſt Love, with watchful Care 
| Still cheriſh, leſt it ſlide away; 
: ho lets it go, fierce Smart will feel; 
is Death's laſt Agony, tis Hell. 
read, 


Heralds of Grace would you commence ? 
Of this firſt ſelf-experienc'd be ; 
Firit thro' thoſe Wounds you would diſpenſe, 
Yourſelves be reconcil'd and free 
When 


of God 
0 


73 
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When Pardon, Life, and Grace you find, | 


Then publiſh it to all Mankind. WI 
132 We and the Lamb's whole Company, No 
b His Blood - bought Blood - beſprinkled 

g Train, 2 But 
y Will Witnefles for ever be, I loi 
f That only thro? the Lamb once ſlain, V 
| All the whole World may find Releaſe IfI 
Prom all their Sins, and endleſs Grace. InR 
| | 4 


13 Chriſt's happy Flock ſweet Reſt enjoy, 
Still on their Friend they lean in Peace, I This 
This, this their Buſineſs, their Employ, I ha 


In the wide Ocean of free Grace, 1 
In jeſu's Blood their Element Wha 
To ſwim and bathe with full Content. Whc: 


14 Live they? they witneſs this with Pow'r 


That ſtrikes and faſtens in the Heart; 0 

Bear they this earthy Houſe no more, No Io 

But hence to their dear Lamb depart? ¶ Since 

Yet their /aft Looks ſerene and fair, To 

Shall witneſs they Be/;evers were. Onwa 

Praifin 

No 

; 3 The L 
2 Hat Energy and Pow'r divine Wh 
b | 

Comes from thoſe bleeding Wound x... 

; \ ectec 


of Thine, 
| 'Tho 
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Thou Sin- ſubdi ing Lord! 
? Whene'er I ſtedfaſt look on Thee, 
No Fiend or Storm can injure me, 


Thou doſt ſuch [Help afford. 


2 Bat if I turn my Eyes from thence, + 
| loſe that Strength and Confidence, 
» Which Thy ſweet Wounds do give 
| If I but look on either Side, 
In Reas'ning's Path I wander wide, 
Till Thou ſay'ſt, turn and live. 


ace, This by Experience do I know, 
y, I have ſo often found it ſo, 


That I this Truth can tell; 
What Comfort in Thy Blood I find, 
: Wnen turn'd from that, how lame and 
, blind; 
One Looks, again makes well. 
No longer then I'll look behind, 
rt? Lince ſtill I find the Saviour kind 
To this and ev'ry Fault ; 
Onwards unto the Mark I preſs, 
Praiſing the Lord our Righteouſneſs t 
No longer will I halt. 


The Mark ſtill ſhines as cleareft Day, 

The Drops of Blood pave all the Way, 
Where Jeſus bore his Croſs ; 

Erected there he hangs aloft, 


Look 
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Look up, my Heart, till all be ſoſt 
And melted from the Droſs. 


6 When I behold his Blood and Wounds, 
What inward Peace and Life abounds, 
And ſolid Happinels ! | 
I ſee him there made Sin for me, 
His Righteouſneſs he gives moſt free, 
The naked Soul to dreſs. 


|; 7 I now know nothing elſe beſide ; 
The Lamb, the Lamb once crucify'd 
Hath took away my Guilt ; 
His precious and attoning Blood 
He offer'd up for me to God, 
Far me his Blood was ſpilt. 


CLIT: 
From the German. 


No. 1369. 


I Hat is it, wounced bleeding Love, 
hat ſtrikes fo ſenhibly ? 
- *Tis when I view the fervent Zeal, 
That urg'd Thee on to die; ; 
And how from that dear Blood of Thine, 
So freely ſhed for me, 
Flows all ray Ha ppineſs in Time, 
And in Eternity. 


} 
7 
1 
* 
* 
[ 


2 At | 


's 


Ove, 


"hinge, 


2 4 
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: And this, ſo long as Life ſhall laſt, 
Moit humbly I'll proclaim, 
I, who a little worthleſs Worm, 
Who Earth and Aſhes am ; 
'Tis deeply rooted in my Heart, 
Torn thence it cannot be, 
That, at th' Expence of all Thy Blood, 


I'm now redeem'd and free. 


No! no! I cannot it forget, 

While I'm a Sinner poor 

My Heart's ſo taken with't, ſo fir'd 
So all enamour'd o'er ; 

That ſuch a little filthy Worm 
Of ſuch a baſe Degree, 

Should e'er Thy own dear Child become, 
And more, Thy Soldier be; 


| thank Thee with a Thouſand Tears 
For this amazing Grace, 

After my ſmall Degree I'll ſound, 
And blaze it to Thy Praile 

Pe only ſtill my gracious Prince, 
Still kindly lend Thy Aid ; 

So will I conſtant Service yield, 
And Thou o'er me be glad, 


O! have taſted once and felt 
The Virtue of Thy Blood, 
WhatSin had ſpoil'd and marr'd throughout, 
Throughout 


— 
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| Throughout that makes all good ; And 
"Tis fix'd then deeply in my Heart, \\ 
Eras'd it ne'er can be, 


That at th' Expence of all Thy Blood e, 


I'm now redeem'd and free. f oy 

6 Ye gaping bloody Wounds, to me N 
How dear are ye and ſweet! For n 

In you I've found for evermore He 
A ſmall, but ſafe Retreat. Can y 
How willingly I own myſelf No 


But Duſt and Aſhes vile; ; 
While yet I'm nothing leſs than this: e Aly 


The Lamb's triumphcont Spoil, i ſy 

7 If my frail Nature chance to ſlip 7 = 
Beyond the proper Bounds, Prote : 
Thou know'it, O Lord! what Smart it give 1 2 
How grievouſly it wounds! had of 
With eager haſte I therefore fly, 52 


And ſafe for ever hide 
Within the Holes of Thy dear Wounds, For ex 
Within Thy pierced Side. Deer 


8 My Heart this Minute leaps for Love And = 
Of Thee, my deareſt Lamb! __ FA 
How I may wholly live to Thee, ns 20 
This, this is all my Aim; 1 
To thee, who me haſt dearly bought 7 7 
With all Thy precious Blood, 7. 


Alt 
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And out of burning Love to me 
Wert ſtretch'd upon the Wood. 


353 


9 Thy SifF rings then, and bloody Death 


My tlcart F ſhall e' er retain ; ; 
And earneſtly Pl] ſhun what gives 
Both thee and me ſuch Pain : 
For nothing now in all the World, 

Howe'er io ſeeming nice, 
Can yield me any farther Joy, 
Nought but my Ranſom- Price. 


lo My deareſt Heart's Love, here I 
My Fellow-members too; 
We are thy Fleſh and Bone, with us 
As gove ſhal! prompt thee, do; 
Protect each Member of thy Flock, 


e Let us ſtout Warriors be, 


am, 


And one more Favour we would ask ; 


O make us Lambs, like Thee! 


„ For ever then remain — 
Deep in our Heart's Receſs! 


And whom in Heart we ſo much love, 


O let our Mouths confeſs ! 
That ſo each Sheep of all thy Fold, 
Lyn till the Judgment-day, 


May, on his Sinner's-Forehead, ſtill 


Thy Seal confeſs'd diſplay. 


Alt 


Z 


CLXI. 
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CLXI. 
From the German. 
Jet? N.. 1349. "> ® 
' HAT Joy or Honour could we have, 25 
We all unclean and baſe, Wel 
Unleſs the righteous Lamb of Goc * 
Our Joy and Honour was? We k. 


What boaſted Work, what faireſt Thing Or 
Of all that Ours we name, 


Could we unto the Judgment bring We kr 
Of Him whoſe Eyes are Flame ? 1 hy 

2 Who is ſo rich, ſo pure, ſo juſt, 115 
If ſcann'd and try'd above, And w 
That his beſt Plea and Self-defence Yo 
Of any Weight could prove ? hd od 
Who, who, has ever found a Way ig 
Into the Holy Place, p 

We kno 


Dy any other Door but One, 
Chriſt's Wounds, and His free Grace? I}, Hav 


3 No Soul I know in all the World: 8 
And if in Man's Eſteem, perplext 
One ſeems t' attain by other Means, rn 
Alas! he does but ſeem. But on 

But we, whoſe earneſt Boſom ſeeks If fact 


A Bottom true and found 
ö Were 


Ave, 


here 
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Whereon to reſt, with us accurſt 
Be ev'ry /eeming Ground. 


We from the Depth of our poor Hearts 


Will ever be in Care, 

Cloath*d with that gracious Light which lows 
From Jeſu's Blood, t appear. 

We know the Righteouſneſs compleat, 
Which Sinners may put on; 

We know the Welcome and Love: feaſt 
Of that poor younger Son: 


We know the Shepherd's Heart, who leſt 


The ninety- nine behind, 

And thro' the Deſart anxious went 
His hundredth One to find: 

And what Concern the Woman felt 
For her loſt Piece we know; 

And gueſs the Vearnings of our Lord 
For each loſt Soul below. 


We know what Joy the Angels feel, 
Heav'n's mild and loving Saite. 

When they perchance can fee poor Mien 
Coming all full of Wants, 

Perplext and ſtagg'ring in their Path, 
Lrought to the laſt Diſtreſs, 

But only for free Grace reſoly'd, 
If ſuch there be, to preſs : 


L 2 7 Then 
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7 Then then high ! Pleaſure and Content 

Fills all the holy Choir; 

Nothing they fee in their own World 
Can e'er afford them higher. 

The Min who feels the Marks now told, 
And that this Wretch is he, 

Ee need not, no, he need not bluſh 
His own low State to fee. 


3 To be ſuch Sinners fail of Blame, 


And forc? ( ourſely ES t accuſe, T 
0 
From hence the firſt trae Right to Heav'n, Of th 
Our native Land, enſues, We 
Yet oft ſuch Hearts, thro' Want of Light, 
In ſeſu's Love unskill'd, 2 Our 
Bewail as hopeleſs this their State, Bey 
with deep Amazement fild. _ 
1 


9 Ard ev'n the Comfort which they ſoon Thar ; 
From his ſoft Voice receive, 


Still ſomcwhat trembling they accept, "So. 
And hardly dare believe. a 
Llowever, by their earneſt Bent ” 
And Longing thus for Grace, We tl 
And once the World with its whole Scheme But) 
Out of their Alinds doth paſs : To us t 
10 Tf Hindrances before and Knots kw 
In our dark Souls did ſpring, IE 
Not only are we now let loofe, zy the 


But dead to all the Thing ; : 6 And | 


110 


Vn, 


"IN 


heme 


— 


Wit 
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What Point before in Thought and Will 


We labour'd at in vain, 


That Point we now in Fact and Life 


Inſenſibly attain: 


Our 'Thoughts no longer ſtay ; 


11 Upon the World and its fine Things 


To it we leave its own broad Path, 


We're call'd another Way: 


The Croſs, the Croſs is all our Aim, 


To this our Eye we guide; 
Of this we a ſweet Feeling have, 
Would nothing feel beſide. 


2 Our King mean while (who from a Love 


Beyond Repayment far, 


Lends to our Uſes all good Things, 


This gracious King) takes Care 
That in thoſe happy Years of Life 
Which yet remain to run, 


We ne'er ſhall want our needful Food, 


Nor Raiment to put on. 


But yet it is conteſt, 
To us theſe Gifts of His are not 
The deareſt or the beſt: 


; We thank Him for it, our good Lord! 


There's other Hunger, other Thirſt 


In each anointed Heart ; 
by the Lamb's dying kindled tis, 
And by His bitter Smart. 
2 3 


14 The 


| 
1 
| 
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14 The Fountain of his Grace we fain The 
In largeſt Draughts would drink, Ir 
And feed upon his Word, till we Mor 
Beneath the Sw eetneſs fink. T 
The Righteouſneſs that comes by Blood, 
Is our Life-giving Feaſt ; 18 So, 
Still on thoſe Wounds our Souls would hang, I 
As Infants on the Breaſt. To ; 
15 And when we have for our own Wants Holie 
Receiv'd enough and more, T] 
When from the bleſt attoning Blood AG! 
Our Hearts do now flow o'er ; * 
Then we with deep Compaſſion look 
On other Souls around, 9 To. 
And gladly call them to partake Ha 
Our Spoil that we have found. F w_ 
16 © Ye Sons of Men, attend, we cry, gen 
Wie have good News to tell: ”. 
Come taite and ſee what Bliſs is here! And o 
I'm fill'd and furmift'd well.” No 
Cur Saviour works in us Himſelf * 
This tender friendly Will; o Free 
And as we further know his Love, 5 Wit 
We grow the tend'rer ſtill. 75 
4 
17 Among his Family of Grace And 0 
This Secret He hath ſaid, For 
* My Gifts will by imparting grow, We kn 
Their Nature is to ſpread.” We 


The 


, 


ang, 


8 


T id 
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The more we therefore give and ſpend 
In our poor Brethren's Aid, 

More richly ſtill in each and all 
The Bleſſing is diſplay'd. 


18 So, like a Tide that can't be check'd, 

The Virtue of his Wounds 

To perſect in us all his Will, 
Myſteriouſly abounds : 

Holier and purer ev'ry Day 
The Soul within doth grow; 

A Glory this, but ſuch as Chriſt 
Is ready to beſtow: 


19 To each *tis givin, whom duly He 

Hath choſen by his Grace, 

and made His own, and number'd with 
His Children's happy Race ; 

Such at that Moment in one Gift 
True Freedom do receive; 

And of this Privilege the Soul 
No Devil can bereave. 


0 Freedom it is, to purge the Heart 
With the exacteſt Care, 
That neither Avarice nor Luſt 
Nor Pride do harbour there. 
And when ſome lll won't leave its Hold 
For ought that we can do, | 
We know the Remedy; tis Grace; 
Velet that Stream flow thro”. 
21 Thas, 
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21 This, by the Saviour's Pow'r expels 
All Remnants, ev'n the leaſt, 

Of what the Enemy firſt wrought 
And planted in our Breaſt, 

He who in gen ral has deſtroy'd 
The Devil's Work and Reign, 

How eaſy can He in one Heart 
Command that all be clean ? 


22 That ſomewhat of this Kind in us 
| Is done thro* Grace divine, 
Ev'n that with God, as Prieſts of his, 
We ſtand, this is the Sign: 
While to our virt'ous Lives and Deeds 
The World doth Witneſs bear: 
But a ſmall Spark, an Infant Faich 
It doth to us appear. 


23 Faſy for us to think of each 


Poor Sinner that we ſee, 
He to the Children's Order too 
Belongs as well as we: 
And could I bring him once to know 
Our Jeſu's Blood and Love, 
Better than I, upon that Sight, 
He in one Hour would prove. 


24 For with the ſweet familiar Joys. 
Felt from indulgent Grace, 
A perfect Senſe how wretched we 
In ourſelves are, keeps Pace. 
2 


Th 
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The farther then Grace leads us on 
With freſh Succeſſes crown'd, 

Still the more pleaſant to our Ear 
The Siuncr's Hymn will ſound. 


CIC 


CLXIHT.-. 


— 


Hat Pains poor Souls go thro” to trace 
V The Way to Peace and Happineſs, 
Before *tis on their Minds impreſs'd 
That Chriit's the Sinner's only Reſt! 


His Wounds ſtand open to receive 
Such helpleſs Sinners as belicve; 
Tuither I fly with eager Haite, 
And kiſs His Crofs, and hold it faſt. 


tis Wounds to me are very ſweet; 
When I fink down before His Feet 
As poor and helpleſs, then my Soul 
Melts, and His Blood runs thro' the Whole. 


> 


Strive I to make my own ſelf Poor? 
get much Pain, but nothing more : 
Strive I in Comforts to be great ? 


luſtead of Joy I Mis ry meet. 


but when He ſhews me how TI rove, 

And court my Brethren's Praiſe and Love, 
How Self-will raiſes Diſcontent 

Againſt my Saviour's Government, 


6 When 
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6 When Satan tempts how ſoon ] ſtart, 
Paſs by Convictions in my Heart, 

Let my beſt Love and Zeal abate, 
Fall, and my very Falls forget: 

7 When I fee This, I can't expreſs 
What melting Shame, and yet what Peace 
Breaks on my Soul from ev'ry Side, 
Becauſe for This my Saviour died. 

8 Thoſe Souls who ſtray not from their Hearts, 
Nor from the Grace the Lamb imparts, 
They fecl how far extends Fis Death, 
And live the happy Life of Faith. 


9 Thou know'ft, for this I thirſt, my Lamb! 
To hve this Life is all my Aim; 
And tho' too oft Sel! creeps between, 
Vet Self and all Things eiſc are Pain. 
10 Compleat Thy Work, my g cious Kang ! 
My Heart into that Order bring 
Which Thou wouldſt have, that all in me 
May to Thy Scepter bow the Knee. 


CLXIII. 


I Hat Praiſe unto the Lamb is due! 
How ſhould our Spirits all take Fire, 
M hen we his boundleſs Love review, 
And ſee him in his Blood expire; 


Who can deſcribe, how much he lov'd, 
b 


Tha! 


Jeſus th 


Jeſus 


his wi 


The 


Cace 


ae ! 
| Fire, 


d, 


Ot 
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Or paint that ſtrong uncommon Zeal, 
With which his tender Heart was mov'd, 
When he ſuſtain'd the Pains of Hell, 


2 Who knows what Pain he underwent, 


When from the Croſs he cry'd ſo loud, 
Ma, why, (His Heart with Anguiſh rent) 

Forſok'ft Thou me, my God, my Gd? 
This was a bitter Cry indeed, 

This was a dark and doletul Hour; | 
His very Spirit ſeems to bleed, | 

And Hell t' exert its utmoſt Power. 


The Burthen's great, yet can't He reſt 


Fill all the Curſe from Man's remov'd, 
Tho”. ſo intolerably preſt, 

Yet to the laſt he faithful prov'd : 
Reſolv'd to make loſt Man his Spoil, 

He ſeems before the Foe to yield, 
And ſuffers all, nor minds the Toil, 

Till with his Life he wins the Field, 


While others make the Law their Aim, 
Thence count their Gain, thence mourn 
their Loſs, 
We'll know nor ſeek no other Name, | 
Than Jeſus bleeding on the Crols ' nM 
Jeſus the hungry Sinner's Feaſt, 


Jeſus the Sinner's only Good, 
This will we only thirſt to taſte, | | 
The Quinteſſence of Jeſu's Blood. 
2 This 
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5 This is our Point; his dying Smart In 
Alone can Unbelief remove, My 
Alone can melt the ſtubborn Heart, She 
Ard make it feel tie V/armth of T ove; 8 
This muſt each reas' ning i hought controul pro 
Pardon each unudviſed Step, * 
Renew and purify the Whole, The 
And in its proper Order keep. | Wn 
6 In lixelier Colours, Jeſu ! draw i Wha 
* 1 . E 0 

Thy blecding Wounds within my Preaſt T. 
And make thy ding Love my Law, That 
ill Sin is wholly diſpoſſeſt; . 
By this alone I with to live, Mine 
Nor trom the La ſeek eaſe again; Till n 

For it ly Blood can't Vict'ry give 
Legal Attempts muſt all prove vain. O pre 
Bot 
Call'd 
CLXIV. all 
f | Jeſu, U 
1 Hat ſay; a Soul, that now doth tai. Under 


Some fellowſhip with Chriſt by Fait! 
That on the Croſs its Eye hath caſt, 
And ſees thro' That a wond'rous Path 
Leading to Life and ſweet Repoſe 
As only the Believer knows ? 


2 It ſays, for me there's Nothing good, 

(Infant in Grace, and old in Sin) JH 
But ſtill to look to Jeſu's Blood, ; 

And waſh me ev'ry Hour therein ; What do 
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tn ev'ry Caſe this Balm apply, 
My neareſt deareſt Remedy, 


Should any Contemplation fair, 
Should any Thought however bright 
From Jeſu's Blood divert my Care, 
'T would rob me of true Life and Light 
'The Soul that ſtrays from this one Point, 
Is weak, and fore, and out of Joint. 


What Thanks can I repay my Lord, 
aft That He has ſhewn to me His Wounds ; 
That to my inward Ear, this Word 
His Blood, like ſweeteſt Muſic ſounds ;- 
Mine, who thro' Pride could never yield 
Till now upon that Rock to build ? 


O precious Grace ] I look with Dread 
Both inwardly and all around ; 

Call'd forth, while other Souls are dead, 
Call'd forth, yet in myſelf unſound ; 

Jeſu, who call'ſt me, be my Aid, 

tai Under Thy Wings I'm not afraid. 


129 


e; 


1 
oul, 


* CLXV. 
From the German. 
Ne, 812. 
, 7 Hat Souls, dear Huſband, doſt thou 
love? 


What doe, Thy higheſt Pleaſure prove ? | 
Aa What 
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What is't that moves Thy ftrong Deſire, 
And ſets I'hy inmoſt Soul on Fire? 
Thou that art holy, great, and ſtill the ſame 
And beareſt Wonder in Thy very Name! 


2 The Anſwer, if we would be juſt, 
Muſt lay us bluſhing in the Duſt: 
I love thee, Sinner, as thou art, 
Tis thou that haſt inflam'd my Heart; 
Almighty, rich and glorious tho? I be, 
And thou mere Nakedneſs and Miſery,” 


3 What Wonder in the Soul takes Place, 
To hear and feel ſuch Words of Grace! 
To know one's own accurſed Heart, 

And Thy great Name, and what Thou art 

And yet to find Thee ſtill ſo gracious prove 

This makes us ſink away for Shame an 
Love. 


4 We all know Who, and What we are, 
And all with one Conſent declare, 
That we no Good in us could find 
To move Thee, Lord, to be ſo kind: 
Vet niany here with inward Rapture feel 
Thy Spirit's Unction, and aſſuring Seal. 
O ground us deeper ſtill in Thee, 
And let us Thy Diſciples be! 

And when we witneſs here below, 
Let Thy pure Joy our Hearts as, 


Th 
Anc 


W 


To c 


What 
Did I 


* 
Lord, 
Struck 
Stretch! 


When 


What w 


M., oe: 
9 Zins, 
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Thy Spirit breathe, and Words of Life in- 


To ſpire, 
| And dart them to each Soul, like burning 
ame , 

Fire, 
ne f 

CLXVI, 

: 1c, the German. 
* No. 98. 


WAR then, dear Jeſus, had Thou 
done or feid 


To draw ſuch cruel Treatincnt on Thy 
Head ? 
What horrid Blaſpheniv, what belliſh Fact, 
Did hy Tongue utter, or Thy Hands eey 
act? 
Lord, Thou wert ſcourg'd and crow::'d 
with piecing horn 
ack on the Cheek, purſu' d with Spite 
: and Scorn, 
feel Stretch'd on a Croſs a La aughing-ttock for 
al, all, 
When thirſty, mock'd with Vinegar and 
Gall : 
What was the Cauſe of all this Grief and 
Pain? 
My Sins, alas! have Thee my Saviour ſl uin! 
A a 2 All 


— —— — — — - 
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| All that, dear Lord, of right belong'd 10 


me, 
Which fell with ſuch amazing Weight on 


: Thee. 
'Y 4 But oh! how ſtrange this Proceſs in our 
| Eyes ! 
See! for his Sheep the loving Shepherd! 
dies f 
| The Matter for his Servants wipes away 
The Debt immenſe, when they had nough And 
to pay. Whi, 
5 O wond'rous Love! O Love beyond Cong: O he 
are, Thy 
Which made Thee ſuch a World of l To c 
ment bear! Into 


In worldly Mirth and Joy I had my Part, I ves 
And Thou, dear Lamb, muſt ſuffer all thi Whol 


Smart, 5 The 0 


6 Great Potentate, thro' endleſs Ages great And h 
Who all thy Love can worthily relate? ¶ It mo 
No Wit or Pow'r of Man can e er attain I I. = 
To make the leaſt Return for all Thy Pain -- 2 Þ 


7 Were I to ſtretch the Powers of my Mind So dee: 

O where ſuch Mercy could I ever find ? 7 
O may I ſenſible and thankful prove rp 8 
In Fact, I never can return thy Love. And me 
Therefi 


| CLXVI = 
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. n A 
From the German. 


No. 1250. 


| Hat to ny Maſter ſhall I ſay ? 
He ſnatch'd me from the World 


away, 
Ard rank'd me 'midſt His choſen Train, 
Which for his Bride He doth ordain. 


om: O heartily beloved Love! 
Thy yearning Bowels would Thee move 
TY To call me from Death's gloomy Night 
Into Thy own amazing Light. 


ut, z Yes, I was wholly dead in Sin, 

muß Wholly corrupt and ſpoil'd within? 
The carnal Mind ſtill bore the Sway, 

rent And hurried me a Slave away. 


It mov'd Thy tender loving Heart, 

tam Y It gave Thee real Pain and Smart, 

Pai The Purchaſe of Thy Blood to ſee 

Mind So deeply ſank in Miſery, 

d Þ Then would Thou Satan's Pow'r deſtroy, 
| And me Thy proper Spoil enjoy; 

5 Therefore Thou ever didſt invite 

Ard cloſe purſue me Day and Night. 


XV! "tp < 


* 


N 2 
Sh — — — — 
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6 Moſt ſweetly didſt Thou draw and woo, TI 
Till Thou hadſt overcome Thy Foe : Lit 
Jill Sin's ſtrong Pow'r Thou hadſt ſuppreſt, Ii; ＋ 
And till my weary Soul had Reſt. 1 


7 In Thy dear Wounds I now have found My 
Peace, Righteouſneſs, and folid Ground: Th 
Now 'midit Thy conſecrated Band, | 


Thro' free electing Grace, I ſtand, 'We 
8 And fain would I Thy Feet embrace, Ab! 
And melt in Love and Thankfulneſs: Anc 


From Sin's hard Burden I am freed, 
Becauſe theſe holy Feet did bleed. 


© I fink before Thee, O my King, 
And Hyrans of Praiſe in ſtillneſs ſing 3 
My Eycs with Tears are overflow'd 
For all the NMercy Thou haſt ſhew'd, 


10 And now ſinee I have Mercy found, 
Ard to Thy gentle Yoke am bound, 
(Which Yoke O may I ne'er forſake, 
Altho* for this my Blood I take !) 


11 While I behold this Earth and Skies, 
Jam 'I ky living Sacrifice; 
Spirit, Soul, Body, all ſhall be 
Peyoted heariily to Thee. 

12 Let me thro' out my Pilgrimage 
Pay the (worn Fealty I engzge ; 
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Thy EN and Croſs, and bitter Pain 


Life, Strength, and Banner ſtill remain! 


1; There Thou haſt Life and Soul, my King! 
Bound for Thy Service theſe I bring: 

My fleſhly Tenderneſs break down, 8 
Thy Fire conſume whate' er's my own, 


4 And thus I even here ſhall be 

Well fitted for Eternity, 

Abide Thy Purchaſe all my Days, 
And live, dear Saviour, to Thy Praiſe, 


CLXVIII. 


From the German. 
Ne. 1352. 


Hen our dear Monarch from on high, 
TH incarnate Lord of all, did know, 
Thar he ere long his Family, 
His little Ark muſt leave below ; 
For ſince the Saviour born in Time 
Is leſſer than the Father's Name, 
Now the King Jeſus muſt to Him 
Return again, from whom he came: 


I {ie was by this Time ſo inur'd, 
His human earthly Veſt to bear; 
Since all Things he in Fleſh endur'd, 
But his Zeal's Food and Trophies were; 
| That 


— —— 


E _ — — THI ny en = 
42 —_— — 
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That now His Godhead to regain 


Leſs was he preſs'd, than was the Smart 


To quit it and become a Man, 
As purpos'd in His gracious Heart, 


3 Full thus of ſecret Pain of Love, 
And in a Strait ev'n to commence 
The Father's Verd enchron'd above; 
His Farewel he muſt now diſpenſe. 
Well he diſcern'd Perdition's Son, 
Already trampling on his Lord : 
Yet with his Kindneſs he went on, 
Nor to ſalute ev'n him abhorr'd. 


4 O Meekneſs new, and ſtrange to Man! 
One muſt in Mary be conceiv'd 

By God's own Sp'rit, or it ne'er can 
Come in the ['houghts or be congiv'd: 

For us, we can but ſilent ſtand 
With melted Eyes and Hearts on Flame, 

Mark what is doing by Love's Hand, 
And then all ſimply do the ſame. 


The Heart of Love, what does He then 
The Soul with myſtic Long ings fill'd 
1'he Body ſeaſon'd with Death's Pain, 
Its Blood now ready to be fpill'd } 
He fetches Water, pours of it 
Into a Baſon, Office mean! 
Bids the Diſciples ſtretch their Feet, 
That He himſe'f may waſh them clean. 


6 O. 


6 0! 
VV 


Fc '@); 
cc ; 
So th 
WI 


His W. 


An 


But th 


1 0 
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One of them, with that Mind poſſeſt 

Firſt to know why? and what is meant? 
Will not at once grant this Requeſt, 

But ſoon, you'll ſee, he muſt conſent ; 
For what indeed were God all-wiſe, 

If He muſt in his Ways he bare 
To narrow reas'ning Nature's Eyes? 

No, his leaſt Footlteps ſearchleſs are. 


nart 


7 Hapleſs, yet pitiable Fools, 
Whom God doth to his Kingdom call, 
But ye. will, by your Forms and Rules, 
To Fellow-worms account for all : 
' Tu ere better (fince in Him we live 
; And move, {urrounded with his Pow'r, 
Veſſels of Grace, if we'll believe; 


„d: To thank him, follow, and adore. 
$ © It don't walh thee, ſeſus ſaid, 
lame, * Peter, thou haſt no Part in me 


oh not Feet only, Hands and Head! 
“No, the Feet only it ſhull be.” 
So then he goes from Man to Man, 


agen? 

4 Waſhes their Feet in careful wile, 

His Word mean while their Souls makes clean, 
: And, one excepted, all are His. 


Look here, my Brethren ev'ry one, 
On Knowledge elſe not much intent, 
But the Lamb's Myſtery alone 
clean.] To know, with duteous Ardor bent! : 
Look 


6 On 
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Look here, heroic Cherubims, 13 k 
Majeſtic Thrones who rule and ſerve, 

With God devoted Seraphims, Al 

This will your beſt Regard deſerve. 

10 © Now, O my People ! you who know Ki! 


« My Word by which thou judg'd ſhall be, | 

Tas Thing, this AR of Love, on you Fa 

« You've ſeen performed thus by me; [ 

. 1 My laſt Will herewith, and meet, 14 Su 
As I on you have Water pour'd : 


66 That you ſhould waſh each other's Feet, So 


* Should.go and imitate your Lord.” b 

11 Come, holy Watchers! tho' unſeen, Sur. 
Attend on this Solemnity, L 
And joyful all around us join 80 f 
Our Choir in one bleſt Harmory: A 


Fer tho? we nothing ſee nor hear, 
Yea can't, (:bas'd within fo lo; 
To the gla d Heart there doth appear 
A Li: {bt of Love, that's worthy you. 


12 Riſe then, and do with due Reſpect, Ay 
With inward 1 Feeling do the Thing, 
Which is, to ſome not vain Eff. ct, 
Preſcrib'd by our beloved King: 


Since by his Pow'r, his Servants can f 
Pardon of Sin to Souls con rey 
| How eas'ly can their Hands again Saw t 
Find the Feet's Duſt, and wath away? Pe: 
tet d 


13 Be 
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/ 


13 Be preſent with ns, Maſter dear ! 
, Forgive whate'er has not been right! 
Abſolve us all together here, 
Thus in the holy Angels Sight: 


w Kindle our Flame of Brother's-love, 

be, Humble us from our inmoſt Heart, 

u Faithful in Thy Work may we prove, 

e; Thou Man who felt'it the Croſs's Smart. 


et, 14 Sure as Thou liveſt and Thy Flock, 
Sure as our Flame's of earthly Mould ; 
'ec', So ſure are we, from Adam's Stock 
$ Now by Thy Pain waſh'd to pure Gold: 
Sure as Thy little Church remains 
Here, as the World's poor Spectacle; 
So ſure within, Thy Spirits reigns, 
And Thou in this Thy Houle doſt dwell, 


CLXIX. 


From the German. 


An ancient Mor avian Hymn, 
. -x6, 


Hen the due Time had taken Place, 
God look'd upon the Sons of Men, 

Saw them a ſinful curſed Race, 

ry ? Perverſe, polluted and unclean : 


- Tet did He on His Oath reflect, 


Which 
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Which to the Fathers he had made At e 
And to the Prophets, his Elect; 77 
And turn'd away his Wrath, and ſaid, Con: 

2 © My only firſt-begotten Son, A 
* I muſt paternal Mercy ſhew On! 

« To Mortals utterly undone, c T\ 

* Who can no good or think or do; Soug 

« I muſt to them a Saviour ſend, Al 


* To whom they may themſelves apply I. le ( 
« Who can both bleſs them, and defend ELIE I 
From Satan's curſed Tyranny. 


* Their Pow'r of doing good is o' er; cc 
* Therefore, my dear beloved Son, „For 
« Whom all My Angels now adore, 44 ] 


*© Wilt Thou thyſelf ſtoop humbly down, © pg; 
« And help theſe Wretches in Diſtreſs, 
Upon Thee take Humanity, 
Without its Sin and Wickedneſs, 
« Elſe, all its Pains and Weakneſs try! 


“For this, the Heathen ſhall be Thine, FF . 0 
„They Thy Reward and Portion prove; durr. 
«© To Thee I will their Hearts incline, 


* And ſweetly draw them to Thy Love: 0 — 
And all who will Thy Brethren be, f * 
To Thee themſelves entirely give, Feec 
« Will not reſiſt Thy Mercy free; A, 


All ſuch eternally ſhall live,” 
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At once did this great Worlt begin, 
The WORD Eternal Fleſh was made, 
Conceiv'd without Orig'nal Sin, | 
According as *twas promiſed. 
On Earth he ſojourn'd, and began 
To ſerve, and teach the Will of God. 
Sought to convert poor ſinful Man, 
And bruis'd the Devil with his Rod. * 


J lle faid to us forlorn and weak, 
* From Bondage I will ſet you free e, 

** Your Cauſe a happy Turn ſhall take, 

„ Pl wreſtle for you earneſtly : 

For you I'll give My Life and Soul, 

* For you I ll Sin and Death o'erthrow, 

For y 2 Fl Satan's Power controu!, 

* And teach you Me the Life to kno 


©. 


VI, 


ON 


+ 


Come! all who feel your Miſery, 


y? Come here, all ye who Grief | have 
. known; 
„ez © Surrender up yourſelves to Me, 
Lou whom I've choſen for My own 
re o will I give Myſelf to you, 
With Meat and Drink yourSouls ſupply. 
; 3 Feed as my Sheep, true Rett beitow, | 


And never from you turn my Eye." 


Now hearken, Children, Mark and fee 
What Jeſus is, and does, and Jays ; | 
B n And | | 


3 oo At —— 
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And turn from all your Enmity, 
From all your proud and hurtful Ways: I“ AG 


Let Jeſus lead you ſafely Home,“ A St 
Let Him His Work begin and end, Whi. 
Let Him incline your Will to come, My! 
And He will ever be your Friend. My « 


9 Ah! come Lord Jeſus, hear our Pray'r, Did r 
Thou worthy Son of God mott High, My { 


Our Hearts and all our Souls prepare, Ne'et 
That we may to Thy Mercy fly: But n. 
That we may all believe on Thee, I put 
And on Thy Fleſh and Blood may feed, I The 7 
True Members of Thy Body be, Will { 
For ever join'd to Thee our Head, 
When 
Twill 
From the German, Have u 
Ne. 1354. 
1 Hen ſhall I gain my Wedding: dreſ, 


Prepar'd to cloath my Nakednels ? 
That Robe ſo white, my Lord and God, 
Beſprinkled with Thy precious Blood. 


| 2 Doſt Thou reſerve it, * Love, : 
' To ſhine and glory in above ? :ence fl 
I want it now, without a Veſt 1 is 5 
I cannot be a Wedding-GueR, n ſeſu's 


V5 
H 
He drin 
An hi 


„ 48 Evni 
34 i 
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; A Garment I myſelf had gain'd ; 
A Staff I had whereon I lean'd, 
Which fell, when tried, from out my Hand ; 
My Robe — I burn'd it to a Brand. 


My carnal Staff, my worldly Stay, 
Did never ſolid Help convey ; 

My ſeeming-fair, and ſelf-ipun Dreſs, 
Ne'er cover'd half my Nakedneſs. 


S, 


But now the ſolemn Work is done: 
I put my Lord and Saviour on. 

ed, The Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt, | 
Will ſee I never ſhall be loſt. | 


When Chritt our Life ſhall once appear, 
"Twill then be manifeſt and clear (| 
Whether or no the ſprinkling Blood | 
Have waſh'd our Robes, and kept them good. | 


CLXXI. 


HO views the Lamb with ſtedſaſt Face, 
His bleeding Wounds, his pierced Side, 
Hedrinks from hence the Springs of Grace, 
An healing Pow'r, a lifting Tide. 


ſence flows His conitant Calm of Peace, 
"Tis hence he knows his Sins forgiv'n, 

n Jeſu's Pains he feels his Bliſs, 

. af Ev'n in his Wounds he finds his Heav'n. 

Me Bb 2 3 But 
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3 But ah] we ſhan the chearing Sight, 40. 
| Our fooliſh Minds will needs miſgive; Wh 
4 Yet turn 2ga.n unto the Light, Qui 
! Yet look again, and tl:oa lt live, Tt 10 

4 The ſmalleſt Spark that ſtirs within, See 

And moves us to belicve the Word, 80 h 

Inflicts a deadly Stroke on Sin, Tha 

And takes a Part in Chriſt the Lord. as 

5 And tho' the Fleſh ſnould full preſume, |; O tal 
Let he, who ranſom'd us, is true; Tho! 


Forth from his Wounds the Light ſh:ll come Tho? 
And burſt the Bonds of Darkneſs thro', Sinne 


6 Satan ſhall feel the Stroke and fly In'T} 
Ard dare to trouble me no more ; A Pla; 
T in the Saviour's Arms will lie, Tho' 


Fed with His Blood, fill'd with his Pow' Here 


_ CL XXII, 
I HO could have thought, my lovin W 
Lord, He wh 
Thy Truth and Juſtice could afford Array'* 
To ſhew the leaſt Regard or Grace 
. To one fo wicked as I was ? 'Twas 
90 We ſtill believ'd that Guilt and Sin 
ö Stood like a mighty Gulf between; 0 
i Nor e'er imagin'd, by Thy Blood U Jeſu 


All Sinners were brought nigh to God. Tis tha 


2 Ihroug 


ow! 


lovin 


d. 
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0 wond'rous, unexpected Love, 
Which doth at once all Griefs remove! 
Quite to the Bottom of my Heart 
It ſinks, and ſearches ev'ry Part. 
See here a Sinner vile and poor 
So happy in Thy Mercy's Store, 
That he can nothing ſay beſide 
“% Take me, O Jetu crucify'd.“ 


O take me, ſeal me ever Thine ! 
Tho' Devil, World and Fleſh repine, 
Tho? Reaſon frowns and can't belicye 
Sinners with Thee ſo ſweetly live. 
In Thy kind Heart and Wounds I reft, 
A Place where Evil can't moleſt: 
Tho' my Heart fail and Fleſh decay, 
Here I've a Home till the Great Day! 


CLXXIII. 
Ichout the Camp, beyond Teras lem's 


Gate, 
He who the World by ſpeaking did create, 
Array'd in human Fleſh was hang'd on 
high, 
Twas then to ſave that World he deign'd 
| to die, 
O jeſu Chriſt! thy offer'd-up Blood-fiream, 
Tis that ſhall ſurely be my conſtant 'T heme, 


Throughout the miſerable World fo wide, 
Bb 3 I'll 
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II praiſe the Balm which flow'd from Thy 


pierc'd Sides 


What I poor Wretch not able was to pay, 
Was then and there compleatly waſt'd 


away; 

There all my Sins and each were blotted 
Out; 

Then, why, ye worſt of Sinners, ſhould ye 
doubt ? 

Of this fweet Truth by Grace I am made 
ſure, 

Th” Ungedly, not the Righteous, nor the 
Pure, 

Have need of Chriſt's all-healing precious 

Blood, 

"Twas ſhed indeed for them and their Souls 
Good. 


Ye chearful Witneſſes! I cite you all, 

In Jeſu's Name go forth, and loudly call 

All Sorts of Sinners: Ho! ye Nſen, receive 

With Joy this News, your Pardon firm 
believe. 


The Heart of that once offer'd gracious 
Lamb 


0 
„ T*ward; you, ye Sinners, ſtill is in ful 


Flame, 


—_— 


J 
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© That ſav'ry Of ring ſtill moſt ſweetly 
ſmokes, 


% For you the Son his Father ftill invokes. 


„The Father out of Love to us decreed, 

That Jeſus once to Death for us ſhould 
bleed ; 

„So by this Means loſt Man ſhould be re- 
ſtor'd ; | 

** Come Sinners! now receive your bleed- 
ing Lord. 


The Father is, we know it to be true, 
In firmeſt Peace, nor angry is at you 
For this he gave up free his only Son, 


* 'I hat thus the World from Death might | 


all be won. 


When his dear Son to ſlay, the Jews had 
Pow'r, | 

(The Son and Father knew it was their 
Hour) 

They 1 knowing, while ſo he 
died, 

The whole World's utmoſt Debt was fatis- 
fied. 


2 ign'rant Child as yet know but in Part 


TH eternal Father's truly-tender Heart; 
Yet by Experience this I can perceive, 
He too loves thofe, who on his Son believe. 


11 Q 


» 
2 
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11 O Lamb! give me the Priv'lege to dif. 


fuſe 


This gracious, good, and ever- bleſſed News; 


lain it to Thy Servants more and more, 
And ſpread it ſoon to ev'ry diſtant Shore, 


12 With Knowledge, O Thou ſlaughter'd 
Lamb, of 'Thee, 
When ſhall the Earth thro” all its Bounds 
once be 
(ranger = Thy Spirit,) taken up and 


And ev'ry Sinner know, God's reconcil'd ? 


13 O haſten thoſe ſo wiſt'd-for happy Days, 
So wilt Thou haſten perfectly Thy Praiſe ! 
To this great End, O ſpeedily increaſe 
The Number of Thy faithful Witneſſes. 


14 Now —_— Conqueror ! with Pow'r 
ariſe, 
Thou valiant Hero ! ſeize Thy own dear 
Prize ; 
Thy Life obedient, and Thy Death have 
won 
For Thee each Nation that hath ſeen the 


SUN. 
15 And yet Thy Child will tell Thee one 
Thing more, 
Thy faithful Father, who is Truth, has 
| ſwore, | 


2 Be 


Muſ 


A NM 


2 The 
And 
W hit 
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lif. Becauſe with Willingneſs Thou once haft 


died 


Thy Travail Thou ſhalt ſee well ſatisfied. 


Tre, 16 Whoe'er is taught by Thee this one Thing 

e. firit, | 

rd That Thoi haſt after Souls ſo great a T hirſt, 
Can he one Moment be in Fear or Doubt, 


nds But Thou'lt do more, than we can e'er find 
out ? 
ind 
4 CLXXIV. 
| From the German. 
'S, . 
ſe! Ne. 1324. 
; I Ith deepeſt Reverence and Awe, 
hs Before my Sov'reign's Feet I draw: 
Muſe I on paſt ct future Things, 
ear O'er all my Heart this ſtraitway brings 
A Melting down, and Shame, but Power 
: tO0, 
Which quickens me again, and brings me 
the thro'. 


2 The Melting's from the King's Embrace, 
And the O'erflowings of his Grace, 
one ] Which the dear Lamb does free impart; 


Who is enamour'd with my Heart 
has And 
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And who oft makes ſome worthleſs Thing 
his own, 

And leads it from the Dunghill to his 
1 hrone, 


3 Hence regularly flows the Shame, 
That I ſo little love the Lamb; 
That Lamb who bought me with a Price, 
And ſince that Time, with his Advice 
In many dubious Hours has brought me Aid, 
And in my Mind his Beams of Grace diſ- 
play'd. 


4 The Power's center'd in Thy Blood, 

And Thy heroic Fortitude, 

With which Thou fou, ut'ſt for each loſt 
Soul, 

And bor'ſt ſuch Pain to make them whole: 

Me with this Pow'r, to work for Thee, in- 
veſt; | 

And when my Labour's finiſn'd, let me reſt. 


Nay more ; Thou know'ſt my utmoſt Aim, 

It is to glorify I'hy Name; 

Not for myielf, but only Thee; 

Yea, I would wiſh to ceaſe to be, 

When I thy Church and Thee ſhould ſerve 
no more; 

For you two] do love with my whole Pow'r. 


6 Thank 


It 


Thy 


On thi 


—YyY 
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6 Thank God ! this is moſt evident, 


That I henceforth ſhall thro' no Rent, 
While on his bleſſed Earth I tread, 

Be e er divided from my Head; 

For ſince not one poor Soul he can deceive, 


So, to the End, thro' all, will I believe. 


Now, my ſo dear beloved Man, 

] pray thee earneſt as I can, 

Take thy poor Child and let me be 

Laid on thy Heart moſt tenderly ; 

To all my Faithfulneſs, and Toil, and Sweat, 
Apply thy Grace, which only gives it Weight, 


| But more eſpecially, keep bleſt 


With one calm undiſturbed Reft 

My Body, conſecrated thine ; 

That it may be thy ſacred Shrine, 

'Till Thou in thy full Glory ſhalt appear, 

When we ſhall joy o'er our chaſte Conquefy) 
here. 


. 
From the German. 


Ith tender Longing and Love's Smart, 
With hundred Tears ſprung from the 
Heart, 
Thy Flame I wait for here ; 
On this ſweet Day for Bleflings meant, 
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his own, 
And leads it from the Dunghill to his 
1 hrone. 


3 Hence regularly flows the Shame, 
That Io little love the Lamb; 
That Lamb who bought me with a Price, 
And ſince that Time, with his Ad ice 
In many dubious Hours has brought me Aid, 
And in my Mind his Beams of Grace dil- 
play'd. 


4 The Power's center'd in Thy Blood, 
And Thy heroic Fortitude, 
With which Thou fou, ut'ſt for each loſt 
Soul, 
And bor'ſt ſuch Pain to make them whole: 
Mie with this Pow'r, to work for Thee, in- 
veſt; 
And when my Labour's finiſn'd, let me reſt. 


Nay more ; Thou know'ſt my utmoſt Aim, 

It is to glorify Thy Name; 

Not for myielf, but only Thee; 

Yea, I would wiſh to ceaſe to be, 

When I thy Church and Thee ſhould ſerve 
no more; 

For you two do love with my wholePow'r, 


6 Thank 


And who oft makes ſome worthleſs Thing 


6 Thai 
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Thank God! this is moſt evident, 
That I henceforth ſhall thro' no Rent, 
his While on his bleſſed Earth I tread, 
he eber divided from my Head; 
For ſince not one poor Soul he can deceive, 
So, to the End, thro' all, will I believe. | 


Now, my ſo dear beloved Man, 


ing 


„ pray thee earneſt as I can, | 
d. {ke thy poor Child and let me be 
a Laid on thy Heart moſt tenderly; 


To all my Faithfulneſs, and Toil, and Sweat, 
Apply thy Grace, which only gives it Weight. 


But more eſpecially, keep bleſt 
With one calm undiſturbed Reſt 
loſt I My Body, conſecrated thine ; 
That it may be thy ſacred Shrine, | 
dle: Till Thou in thy full Glory ſhalt appear, | 
in- When we ſhall joy o'er our chaſte Conquefy) 1 
here. | 


CEAXV. 
From the German, 


Ith tender Longing and Love's Smart, 
With hundred Tears ſprung from the 
Heart, 
Thy Flame I wait for here ; 
Jon this ſweet Day for Bleſſings meant, 


. 


1 


ank 


| 
| 
. 
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I wait the End of all Complaint, 
The Bridegroom's kind and open Ear, 


rr 


| 2 I ask a free clear State of Soul, 
In Spirit of my Mind a full 
Recov'ry certify'd ; 
An humble Senſe mean while within, 
And ſolid Feeling what is Sin, 
But not to work Sin, God forbid : 


3 A Mind unto the Dutt inclin'd, 
A gall-leſs Dove's unſpotted Mind, 
A Mind that ftrives untir'd 
For a true ſpiritual Frame; 
Shut up herein, that Poor I am, 
From hurtful Fancies far retir'd. 


4 I ask to be with All at Peace; 
Still faithful the Lamb's Hymn t expreſs, 
In Prayers faithful too, 
For other Souls to Him to ſpeak, 
The En'my's Plots and Schemes to break, 
To the Friend daily join'd anew: 


5 To myſelf preſent evermore, 
In readineſs for Thee each Hour, 
And Thy each Beck and Will; 
7 In th' Holy Sacrament all Times 
4 Touch'd evidently by His Beams, 
1 Who doth my Soul there feed and ill: 


1 
g A 6 4 
By 


In VINC 
Anc 
Touch 
A ſim 
Vi 


od ACh 
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6 A Terror to the adverſe Parts 
l But to God's Friends a Joy of Heart, 
A Servant of His Train; 
Ready in witneſſing and blets'd, 
Refreſhing, when I preach, confeſ, d, 
In Walking ſimple, upright, plain: 


To Souls who know that Myſtery, 
Joyful to look upon, and ſee 
Our Love how much He can; 
For Comfort of th' amaz'd with Guilt, 
The Children from tne Bottom ſpoilt, 
In jeſus now a finiſn'd Man: 


Entirely ſerious, childlike too, 
In all Eſſentials fix'd and true; 
An Ear that one may truſt, 
Rn A hearty genuine Bro: her” s Heart, 
Io ſympathize with ev'ry Smart 
Which chance ſometimes 'mong Bre- 
thren muſt : 
ak 


jn Converſe willing to oblige. 
Invincible when Storms belege, 
And Steady in my Step; 


Touching one Point, the Bundle of Lite, { 
A ſimple Child that from all Strife 4 
Will only ftill behind Thee creep: 


ill: A Chec!: to Satan and his Band, 1 
al :\ Cov'ring to that Place or Land o 
| er Where 
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Where Thou ordain'ſt m' Abode, 

A Joy a ore to Angels good, 

To Thy Che s here like chearing Food, 
To Chriſtian 5 falſe a heavy Load: 


11 In r 3 Life ſincere of Mind, 
Jo the bleſt Unction quite reſign d, 
in 1 eln and Soul content; 
To outward inward Soundneſs rais'd, 
In all my Senſes exercis'd, 
While Gladneſs-Qil dot h me anoint. 


12 Ye Devils, let me do my Task! 
Ye Angels, your kind Aid I ask, 
EP e Brethr en, love me ſil ; 
e Foes, let me love you howe'er, 
kh, Fellow-Lab' rers, help me here, 
My working is from no Self- W il. 


13 Yea Father God, rejoice o'er me, 
One of Thy Son's poor Members fee ; 
Embrace me Sp'rit divine, 
Ale for Thy Child receive and guide; 
Redeemer of my Sin and Need, 
My better Seit! Pin wholly Thine. 


CLXXVI. 

I E Arms of Love, once p:erc'd with 
Nails, 

Outſtretch'd upon the Wood; 


* 


Ye 


If no! 
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Ye Arms, out of whoſe charming Holes 
Did flow th* attoning Blood; 
How ſweetly reſts a weary-Child, 
When cloſe embrac'd by vou! 
Let Reaſon ſay whate'er it will, 
Tis yet ſor ever true. 


For when the Law's tormenting Yoke 
Does a poor Heart moleſt, 

And fil: with Reas' ning, Dos ibts and Tears, 
A troubled Head and Breatl, 

And half. deſpairing one cries out, 
Who 15't that ſets us free ? 

None but the Lamb, who did full 
+ The Law upon the Tree. 


How happy I, when once I died 
To the condeinning Law; 

As ſoon as I the Son of God 
For me condemned ſaw! 

It now I fee a Sinner come, 
luite funk in Xliſerv, 

II lead him, to behold the Lamb, 
Atconing on the Tree. 

The more a frighten'd Soul can view 
he laughter d King of Light, 

The more 1s ſcatter'd aud diſp pell'd 
Ihe diſmal cloudy Night: 

The glaring Beams, which pow'rfully 
Break forth from out the Lamb, 

Ge 2 Theis 


1 


<} 
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Theſe kindle each cold Iifcieſs Heart, 
\nd make it all on Flame. 


Is there a Thing, that moves and breaks 
A Heart as ha ard as Stone, 

That warms a Heart as cold as Ice? 
"iis Jeſu's Biocd alone: 

Ore Drop of this can truly chear 
And heal the wounded Soul, 

What Multitudes of broken Hearts 
This living Stream makes whole? 


Hark, O my Soul] what fing the Choir: 
Around the elori023 ] hrone ? 

Hark! Lomb and Blood for ever more 
Sound in the {weetef) Tone. 

The Elders there caſt down their Crown, 

And all both Night and Dy 

Stag Praiſes to the Li mb's dear Bond ly 

nich Wip'd ther Guilt away. 


And this, white here, will we procl:im 
Chearful in our Degree, 

That thro? the Blood of God's dear Lan 
Ech Soul may happy be; 

Bu: Thou, O Lamb! make every Day 
Thy Wounds to us more ſweet, 

Jill we behold thy g ping ide, 
And Kits Thy Hands and Feet. 


c VI 
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CLXXVII. 


Ve 
From the German. 

Az Hymn for the Wilnejjes of Feſite, 
ung at the Love-Feaſt b. fore Le 
LORD'5s-SUPPER. 

; 1240. 
1017 v1 — Po . 
E happy Ciond of Witneſſes 
S Re robe Fogel 
Your Walking. Staff in all your Way, 
ne, Your Strength, your Baggage, Girdle, 
Serip. 
1 Js that bleſt Covenant of Blood, 
: Which the old Fathers Faith ſo good 
5 Wrote on the Poſts of ev'ry Door, 
I 


Which made the Slayer paſs them o'er, 


Luftf Twas God's free (Grace gave this Advice, 
The Sequel ſnew'd His Fioer clear; 
Day (09's choſen . ple, to its Pratt, 
Obſery* a Vhani-tealt ev'ry Year: 
here ſolemnly in God's dread Salt 
ney thouglit upon the Paſchal- Nie 
And on that venerable Blocd 


ui tich ſuch amazing Wonders cou'd. 


Ce 7 3 Blog! 


A 
7 
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Blood of the Palchal-Larab, Thou'rt good! 


B fore Thee quake (us here ve ce) Bet 
F\*n Death and Hell; but ſomething more, Bet 
Sure a God lives, is meant by Thee : Bef 
(Ho a hard Stone once A/ fpoke ; Ane 
But in che Heav*ns abides the Rock,) 1 
Lion of Judi's Tribe, Thou'rt He, ; I 
Who yet our Lamb vouchſaf'dſt to be. Ando 
From Maſes paſt a thouſand Years, v 
Then He from everlaſting ſlain, Er 
(For me and equally for Thee His 
Uproffer'd, and for ev'ry Man) And 
The ne'er enough adored Lamb We 
Was nail'd upon the Croſs's Stem: I 
If this Lamb's Blood does but appear, Fo 
Th' old Dragon flies with conſcious Fear, Mart 
Rejoice ye o'er your Paſchal-Lamb, 7 
Old Fathers of the Pillar- Cloud: But t 
The happy Bride, the Fleſh and Bone M he 
>f Him upon the Croſs's Wood, 
Can a new Paichz!-Supper taſte, And 
Where her dear Huſband lets her feaſt ; There 
Wear Words can't half exprets her Joy, Th, 
Taſte, fee, then Hallelujah cry. 9 
king cds Shc 
Therefore we now aſſe mbled are 
_ Before the high-enthroned Sire; * Thi 
Before the glorious flame-ey*d Lamb; An; 


Before 


IT, 


ctore 
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Before the Seven _ of Fire; * 
Before the Beings full of Eyes; 
Before the Elders grave and wiſe; 
Before the Holy Angels all, 
And God's Elect in General: 
And ere we to our Huiband go, 
In the moit Holy Sanctu'ry, 
And there confirm the League of Blood 
With Him, that can't divided be; 
Fre the Lamb's dear beloved Wire 
His Body eat, the Bread of Life, 
And drink His Blood divine and ſweet; 
We ſocially together eat. 


Eat to Him, eat in this bl*{s'd Feaſt ! 

Elſe-while to faſt for Him afford: 
Mark well, my Friends, the Pilgrim's Lot, 

You, whom the Cov'nant-Awl has bor'd. 
But then in everlaſting Day, | 
Where the Harps preach ev'n while they 

lay, 

And where the Preachers ſweetly reſt, 
There to him we'll do ſo ; that's beR. 


There if a Soul, that God adores, 
Should ask : My Fellow, whence cam'ſt 
thou?“ 
„ Thro' much Diſtreſe, from Mipry's Vole, 
And but One Thing has brought me thro. 
« What 


* Revelations iv. 5. 
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What was it?“ /F thou doft not know, 13 
No happy Sfirit thou I troav ; | 
It ava the Lamb's in oft J. ecious Blood : ( 
O, that's here too the chiefeſt Cock ” 


| 10 In Order by our Side will ſtand L 
Of Prieſts in white a goodly Throng, 1 
Aud Lemb, and Bl: 797, an; / chiefe/t Gab, *. 

To all in Heav'n's a w cl known Song: ; 
ü Then ry Amen, fan will they cry, 14 
All joining in the Harmony, 
* One only Thing bas bro. 557 us rs, * 

« Deer Lamb, Thy being. laughter d fo.” 

11 Now hark, my Friends! vour Paſs I'll read; 4: 
And the World over, it is This: 10 
Here's One auto nothing further ANGLE, 1] 


But that a God and Stwicur is. 

*] Whoever proudly higher flies, 
And ſays, he's one of us, he lies. 
Teſu, my Lord, all Praiſe to Thee 
That Thou vouch/at'dit a Man to be! 


12 Dear Members all of little Strength“, 
Here are two Things for us to do; 
From Travel firſt to reſt a while 
And breathe, and take refreſiment new; 
Next, ere we move on Pilgrimage, 
| Each One's Safe-Condu&t for his Stage 
With joint Concern to render Good, 1 
By drawing it thro' Jeſu's Blood, A 


13 Now 


* Rev, Ul, 2, 


TO, 


WW 3 


| OW 
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13 Now ev'ry where, with ſuch a Shout 

That all the Pow'rs of Hell may hear, 

(Which Sound ſuch cannot underſtand 
Who carry an unopen'd Ear) 

Let's write it on each Pilgrim's Door, Þ 
Blood Renion is this Lind ofll ver : 

That this World's God, tho* ne'er fo fain, 

May not the Heathen-World detain. 


34 Think on the Pilgrims and their Toll, 
Dear Sav.our ! a right Paſs they ufe 
W here'er they move, let Free-Grace blow, 
And let th' Accuſer ſomewhat loſe ! 
In Ce;lon, and St. Thomas 1/7. 
In Surinam and Greenlaud's Soil, 
In Penſilvania, Carolina, 


1 he Cope, St. Crux, Barbies and Mina. 


CLXXVIII. 
From the German. 


N. 1216. 


E bleſt Domeſtics of the ſlaughtcr'd 
Lamb; 
Ye joint Partakers of illuſtrious Shame z 
Ye Twigs and Branches of the ſtandard 
Wood ; 
Ye Rout Aſſerters that the Lamb is con ; 
ou 


+ 1 Cor, xvi. 9, 


— —— 


— — — 
——— — 
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2 You who by Nature curſed Sinners were, 
Yet now of Sons and Heirs the Glory ſhare ; 
You who have found ſweet Reſt in Jeſu's 

Smart, 
More or leſs happy, as you know his Heart; 


3 You as yet ſingle and but little ty'd, 
Invited to the Supper with the Brice, 
That, like the former Warriors, each may 

ſtand 
Ready for Land, Sea, Marriage at Com- 
mand; 


4 You who would rather live and fight a while, 
Than be diſmiſs'd as yet from glorious Toil, 
Who from the World's bewitching Luils 

are fled, 
And burn t' advance the Glory of your 
Head: 


& Before the Youth divine, come, bow the 
Knee, 
Eldoſt of all the Heav'nly Family; 
And lie ſo long before the gracious Throne 
Of the ſcorn'd Navarenc,call'd Jo/-ph's Son, 


6 So long, ſo long, from Interruption free, 
Till you can Ilim in Spirit ſmiling ſee. 
Till He with each of all your ſingle J rain 
Shall go, the Ways on Earth to pave and 
plain, 
- Q 
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O Holy Maſter, O Eternal Love, 

Teacher of Spirits perfect made abave, 

Experteſt Bridegroom Hearts to win and 
woo, 

Here ſeeſt Thou Benches full of Scholars 
too! 


299 


Come, Lord, at upper End aſſume thy Place, 


Talk, till the Tears run trickling down our 
Face; 

The Tears, which Thy ſweet Words ſhall 
cauſe to flow, 

Till where, or what we are, we ſcarce can 
know. 


Thou our Defence, our Caſlle, Rock and 


Shield, | 
We to thy Yoke ourſelves moſt gladly yield; 
This makes each Burthen as a Feather light, 
Which heretofore would ſtagger and affright, 


At thy Command, we go, or here, or there, 


in any Commands, as many Conquelts are, 
Speak but the Word, all Obſtacles muſt ce: : 
Here moves a Mountain, there divides a Sea. 


CEXXLX:; 
From the German. 


E-Learners of the Grace and Blood, 
Feed, feed, and learn, this 'Time 


embrace, 
Waſh 


300 A Collection of Hymns. 


Waſh yonrſelves clean in that pure Flood, J Tr: 
And gain there Health and Chearfulneſo: 


Of Right belong ye to the Lord, Ane 
Who bought you at ſo dear a Rate, 
| And who to make you his Reward, 4 


Baptiz'd you in his Blood and Sweat; 
Ye all for Drink unto this Well may 20, 
Till your Eyes ſparkle, and your Hearts o'er- 
flow. 


2 Who once has drank, thirſts Day and Night, 
For what ? for Sinners loſt and dead, 
To ſeize them as the Saviour's Right, 
And wed them to their Lord and Head: 
This was his Thirſt upon the Tree; That 
This Thirſt is then our Call of Grace, YShew 
M hich from the Moment we were free, 
| Within our Hearts obtain'd a Place ; 5 
Thirſt then, till you can loud this Grace pro- 
claim, 


And call the wildeſt Heathens to his Name. 


3 This I am ſure's your only Aim, 

Ye who are jeſu's Witneſles, 

To ſee the Heathen kiſs the Lamb, 
And ſtoutly claim their Right of Grace, Who f. 
The helpleſs worthleſs Sinner's Right, 10 dir 
That weighty Point ſo little known : F 
G ird ye then ready for the Fight, 6 v 
And in your Ranks march boldly on, * 


2 Traverſ 
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ood, Y Traverſe both Earth and Seas to ſpread this 


neſo: Flame, 
And preach up ev'ry where the ſlaughter'd 


f Lamb. 
4 We chearful Halleluj ch! cry, 
t Thou faithful Witnek Chriſt the Lamb, 
g Thy Zeal once urg'd Thee on to die, 
O er- And Thou this Mloment art the fame ; ; 
Thou bid'ſt thy Sparks of Grace ariſe, 
light, Which ev'ry where a Flame produce: 
i Tow'rds many Slaves Thou turn'it thing 
At, Eyes, . 
lead: And ſo prepar'ft them for thine Uſe, 
; That they with Longing after others move, 
ce, Ichewing the Greatneſs of thy bleeding Love. 
ee, 
q 5 Can there among you one remain, 
> pro- Ye Brethren who the Saviour know, 
Who're freed from Sin's accurſed Chain, 
me. Whoſe very Spirit does not glow 


For Surinam and Thomas Iſle, 

For Penſilvania, and Barbies, 

The Cape, and Greenland's Giſtant Sol, 
g The Calmucks and the Cherichees ? 
race, Yyr ho for the Heathen has not burnt and gfow'd. 
2568 lo dip them in the Stream of Jeſu's Blood | 


6 Ye know what Honour he hath won 
on, With Brethren in the ſingle State, 


raverl D d WhO 


302 A Collefion of Hvuxs. 


Whom with his Blood he melted down, 
Then made themWatchmen in theGate' 
Nor was this Grace to them confin'd, 


Ye can alike partake the ſame, 


Whoſe Hearts are thirſty, free, inclin'd 


To act as Servants of the Lamb; 
Ye may in Lands remote rove far abroad, 


And tell the Savages, the Lamb is God, 


7 He only wants us to be true, 

Obedient, ſuited to our Plan; 

He gives us Oil each Day anew, 

And uſes us in all he can; 

In all Things we may truſt his Grace, 

And reſt on his Almighty Arm, 

Fle keeps us in a ſettled Peace, 

And ſhelters us from ev'ry Harm; 
Fe Bleflings, as his Pleaſure is, difplays, 
And our ſole Buſineſs is to liſp his Praiſe. 
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l \ & who have known th' attoning Blood, Þ Let ſoc 


To walk with Chrijt henceforth mul 


know 3 
To Him its Author, for its Food 
Faith muſt anew each Moment go; 


Ihe firſt ſweet Grace that made you whole When o: 


Mutt ſtill be cheriſhed in the Soul. 
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2 Each Soul knows how her Lord to pleaſe : 
No Methods need that Nian be told, 

Who itrong!y to the Mark doth prefs, 
And can this one Conviction hold; 

That he a Sinner loſt and poor, 

In Chriſt hath Glory, Life and Store. 


And let that Man conſider right, 
To Bliſs divine he nov is led; 
V\ hen little Obſtacles woald right, 
Theſe under Foot his Faith mult tread: 
From ſerving Chriſt, he may ſappoſe 
Noting but ſweeteſt Freedom flows. 


CLXXXI., 


OU who of endleſs Woe would gladly 
ms, 


And want to know the certain W.. ay to Bliſs, 


With Sm and Lnfts would end the fruitlels 


Qs 


% 4 4 ic, 
And len ot enjoy eternal Reſt and Lite 


Let ſoch attend, the Way you'll eaſy find, 
Nor in perplexing Mzes does it wind. 


Our Innocence in Alam loft, no more ; 
We need bemoan nor our hard Fate deplore : 
When on the Croſs our Saviour's Side was | 
bor'd, | 
Full Pardon gain'd he, ſurer Life reſtor'd. 
Dd 2 6 Now 
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6 Now how this ſov'reign Remedy we may 
Apply with Safety, Chriſt hath ſhewn the 
Way; 


7 And that vain Search and Striving we might 
ſpare, 

Himſelf the Way, Truth, Life, he does declare; 

8 An happy Life, bleſt Truth, and peaceful 

To Sinners poor His Goſpel does diſplay. 

9 Your Miſery, my Friend, you need but bring 

To the Lamb's Side, to that eternal Spring 

10 Of Peace and Life ; you then will quickly 
prove 


Its wond'rous Pow'r, how warm it flows 
with Love. 


11 O ſweeteſt Flocd of Blood, how does thy 
Sound 
Make my Soul leap with Joy, with Glad- 
neſs bound! 
12 How, does it warm my cold and frozen 
Heart, 
And with an holy Shame fill ev'ry Part! 


13 Our Unbelief and Malice, Luſt and Pride, 
Theſe are the Things for which the Saviour 
died. 


14 Enter 


4 


14 Enter 
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15 Your 
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16 Yorr 
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17 But a 
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8 No P 
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14 Enter the Door of Life which open ſtands, 
With Thomas take you Faith from Feet and 
Hands. | 


15 Your ſin-ſick Mind freely to him confeſs, 
He came to fave from Sin, and give Redrets. 
16 Your legal Striſe give o'er, you can't diſ- 
pleaſe 
The Saviour more, than by ſuchArts as theſe, 


17 But alſo this and more forgiven is, 
And nov; nought's left, us to exclude from 
Bliſs. | 
8 No Parley with the Foe, I pray you, make, 
But to the Lamb at once your Cauſe betake. 
19 Your Mis'ry, Guilt, and Sin for Sacrifice 
Bring you to him, they're of his Croſs the 
Prize. 
25 Want of a proper Garb you need not fear, 
When at the great Tribunal you appear ; 


21 For his attoning Blood and Righteouſneis 

Shall be your gorgeous Robe and ſhiningdreſs. 

22 With me you'll join and all the heav'nly 

Choirs, | | 

And thoſe who round the Throne do tune 
their Lyres, 

23 In Songs of Praiſe to the victorious Lamb, 

Who Sin, and Death, and Hell for us o'er- 


came. 
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That 

CLXXXII. O ho 
From the German. 3 os 
No, 1188. . 

In T. 


Outh divine! with Staff in Hand, 
Who protect'ſt thy . from Harms; 1 Other 


Think on thy poor little Band, Half 
Thou who waſt a Child in Arms: They 
Let our Joy be daily new, On th 
That Thou once wert here below : 5 Be ou 
Thou wert childlike, happy, true: That. 
Make us happy Children too. That 
To ob 
— - — — — 6 Thanl 
It "= Thanl 
Grant, 
True, 
CLXXXIII. 
A Hymn for the little Children, 

j UT of Love, O Saviour dear, | 
Thou haſt brought us Children here, No Pai 
For to know that T hou haſt dy'd, : The 
And for us wert crucify'd. D - 
ear E 
2 When our Hearts feel this indeed, With 


That Thou Lamb for us didſt bleed, 
| 2 T hat 
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That Thou bar'ſt our Guilt and Blame; 
O how ſweet is then Thy Name! 


3 Self-will, that moſt cruel Thing, 
May we bring to Thee our King: 
For when we as Sinners come, 

In Thy Nail holes we find Room, 


4 Other Children cannot be 
Half fo glad and bleſs'd as we; 
They don't hear, that 'Thou dear Lamb 
On the Croſs haſt dy'd for them. 


5 Be our Shepherd ev'ry Day, 
That we little Lambs ne'er itray ; 
That whene'er we hear Thy Voice, 
To obey we may rejoice. 


% Thanks be for Thy tender Care, 
Thanks, that Thou haſt brought us here 
Grant, O deareſt Lamb, that we 
True, tho? little Servants be ! 


CLXXXIV. 


I Hat feels that Soul, that ſees notThee 
e Jeſu, who once has ſeen Thy Heart? 
No Pain with that can equall'd be, 
The Loſs as matchleſs as the Smart! 
Dear Brethren, well this Thing obſerve, 
With Care your Hearts in Light preſerve. | 
20 


z 
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2 O] never turn from him your Eyes, 2 Here 

The Sinner's only Hope and Friend; N 

The Soul that from his Keeper flies, For v 
None other can from Harm defend: by 

Ye happy Souls that Jeſus know, Dear 

From Him ah! whither would you go? I'v 
Olet 


3 Turn then, whoe'er is turn'd aſtray, 
Turn to the Shepherd of the Sheep : Re! 
He by his Death your Debts did pay, 
[is Life ſhall you in Safety keep: 
Be not afraid, but go, believe, 
He will his Sheep with Joy receive. 


l c 

4 It is not in Him to deſtroy, | 

He came to ſave the Souls of Men ; O miz] 

His Spirit is in full Employ My 
Therefore to bring them home again : Th 

Hear, Soul, He calleth Thee by Name; , J. 

Be not afraid — He is a Lamb! Ty ol 

5B 

Shou 

CLXXXV. But Lo 

1 C Tream thro' the Bottom of my Soul, Ye oe 

Blood of the Son of God ! Thy 

And take away whate'er in me Y 

" Thee hath ſo long withſtood : 4 Ah Lor 

Drink up my Nature's active Fire, The 

Drown all my uſeleſs Strife; | To con 

And let my Heart for nothing thirſt - And | 


But Thee the Well of Life. 


2 Here 
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2 Here let me drink, for ever drink, 

Nor ever once depart : 

For what I taſte, makes me to cry, 
Fix at this Spring my Heart!“ 

Dear Saviour, Thou haſt ſeen how oft 
ve turn'd away from Thee; 

O let hy Work renew'd tc-Day, 
Remain eternally. 


CLXXXVI. 


deareſt Saviour, might my Heart 
Be quite de, n up to Thee! 
O might it, to be always Thine, 
My higheft Pleaſure be ! 


2 Thy Love, with ſuch a jealous Flame, 
Would have me wholly Thane ; 
Thy Blood ſo ſhed, demands that I 

Should be no longer mine! 


3 But Lord, what loveſt Thou in me? 
Thou ſeeit me as I am! 
Yet if Thou chooſeſt ſtill to love, 
Thy Choice I will not blame. 


4 Ah Lord! it is the only Way, 
The only Maſter-Art, 
To conquer ſuch a Soul as mine, 


And break ſo hard a Heart: | 
s Here 
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s Here I confeſs to all the World, 
I ne'er ſhould have lov'd Thee, 
Iladſt Thou not dy'd for me and firſt 
Shewn ſuch a Love to me. 


6 O Love, O bleeding Love, I would 
Always with Thee remain: 
O let my Soul with Thee yet more 
Inward Acqua intance gain. 


7 For this I feel, did even [ 
But know Thee as Thou art; 
I from that Time with thouſand Joys 
Should give Thee all my Heart. 


CLXXXVII. 


From the German. 


OW will we go and filent be, 
And humbly bow both Heart and Knee 
Before our Lamb and lend: 
We'll venture gladly ev'ry {ing 
At the Command cf Chriſt our King, 
By Him we'll be for ever led. 
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N 


H! who is this appears to me I 
After the Labours of thy Life, 2 

All Glory be to God on high ! 3 
And is it then our happy Lot, 4 
Ariſe, my Soul, arife, and ſing 7 
Ariſe ye, who are captive led, 9 
2 


Attend, O Saviour, to our Pray'r! I 
Behold the loving Son of God 13 
Behold the Saviour of Mankind, 4 
Beloved Saviour, Prince of Lite, I; 
beloved Saviour, Sinners Friend 16 
Blood of the venerable Lamb ! '- 
brethren, what is your Deſire? 18 
By our own Strength there's nothing done, 20 
ariſt crucify'd, 20 
Come let us join our chearful Songs 21 
Could we Sinners fully tell. 22 


Could but the World its Wiſh obtain, 23 


Dear glorious King, thy C hurch's Spouſe, 24 


Dear jeſus be near, 26 
Dear Lamb from everlaſting ſlain, 26 
Dear Lamb, in me fulfil 28 


Dear 


ND SF, 
Dear Saviour, hear a Sinner's Pray'r, 29 
Ev'ning Star, I follow Thee, 30 


For ſuch poor Souls who dare of nothing boat, 
31 


From Life and Grace (this we are bold 3; 


Go forth, in Spirit go | 34 
Grace] how good, how cheap, how free: 35; 
Grint, in the Bottom of my Heart 36 


Grant, Lord, I ne'er may doubt again 26 
Great Saviour, one ſweet Look of thine 37 
Grace! Grace ! O that's a charming Sound 39 


Haſte, Lord, within my worthleſs Heart, 42 
Hear what of Chriſt and me this Day 42 
Henceforth, my Soul, thou dwell'ſt in Peace: 


) 


He who was laugh'd at on the Tree, 45 
High on his everlaſting Throne 45 
Holy Lamb, and Prince of Peace, 49 
Holy Lamb, who Thee receive, 50 
How can a Sinner hear theſe Words: 52 
How Chriſt his Souls doth bleſs, 53 
How happy is the Heart, 54 
How happy we when Guilt is gone! 56 
How rich ! how happy is the Soul, 57 


How rich the Grace, how great the Love, 58 
| How 
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Mow f 
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e Brange, that Thou, the migity Ged. 4 
ow ſwcet' S the Dream of her that lee! * 6: 
t{usband of Souls; thy Sucam of Grace 63 


Jam 2 little CO): id you 8 G4. 
| bow before the 4 ither's Throne; 60 
leu, e: ich blind ard trem mbiing Soul 65 
leſus! all Praiſe is 7 to nee, 63 
Jeſu, knit all our Hearts to Thee. 69 
ſeſu, my Light and ſure Defence, : _ 
If ſu, our glorious Head and Chief, -1 
. ſu, that gentle Touch of tl. ine 77 
ſeſu, Thou ; rt the Only Good, 78 
jeſu, Thou Sinner-loving Lo; 4, 79 
pant for Mercy free: C3 
Is th ere a Thing ben eath the Sky, $4. 
thirſt, Thou wounded Lamb of God, 8 
['ve thought, and thought, and thou, ght again. 
87 
Know ye, how redeeming Grace 93 
Lamb, Lamb, O Lamb, 88 
Lamb, Lamb „Thouſlaughter'd worthy Lamb! 
92 
[amb,what Wonders haſt thou wrought ? 33 


I. amb, Lamb, O Lamb, my Sacrifice ! 95 
Lib, Lamb, O Lamb! fo greatly try'd, 97 
Long ſtrove my God to love, 109 
Look up my Soul, and ſee thy God 101 


E e look 


1 N-DE- 


Look on me Lord, till I do weep, 193 
Lord Chriſt, Thy Blood ſo ſhed, 104 
Lord, I fain would happy be, 105 


Lord, in this preſent Hour of Grace, 106 


Make thytelf ready, O thou bleeding * 
10 


Many, who under Sin were fold, 107 
My Heart's {weet Treaſure, when I look 107 
May Jeſu's Blood and Righteouſneſs 109 
Moſt worthy Spirit, Guide of Jeſu's Train, 1 2 
My deareſt Saviour! caſt an Eye 113 
Aly deareſt Lamb, I inly pray | 115 
My deareſt Lamb, I now tink down, 116 
My Jeſus, look on me Thy Child, 117 
Aly Saviour, Thou didſt ſhed 118 
My wounded Prince enthron'd on high, 119 
My wounded Prince, thy choſen Race 120 


No Comfort have I, Lord, 
No more with trembling Heart I try 123 
Now have found the Ground, wherein 123 


O deareſt Lamb, take thou my Heart; 12; 


O Friend! be Thou near; 

O Church, God's Fulneſs, how 127 

O glorify'd Head! 130 

O glorious Saviour, King of Souls 133 

O God of Mercv, Love's Abyſs! 134 
O Go 
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C Jod wnfearchable ! Thy Rays 195 
(3 how arutorable 1s 137 
O Tefa, Jeſa, mv good Lord! 138 
C Tele, bleſe thy VWatnetfes ! 111 
fei! The- we bleſs: 112 
0 Jeſus, the poor Simmer's Friend! 174 
® Lam) crucrhed ! 145 

Lamb! O Lamb! could I beho'd 143 
0 Lanb, O wo.nded bleeding Lamb! 3:5 


On whom, whi'e Ereath we draw, ihall we bo + 


lieve ? *2 
O Son of God, High-priett and Lamb orc: 
Lin, Ir; 
O tell me no more 59 
O Thou, the fairc? of Mankind, 101 


O Thou who bought'it us with thy Pond :. 
OT hou deareſt Bridegroom!: J ature im ! 


163 
O Thou the Church's liviog Lord! 163 
O whence was I brought ? 125 


O worthy Lamb! what endleis Store 177 


Praiſes to Thee, God Holy Cho, we fend 15} 


Redeemer ! who at Gao, Fa 
Rife,. exalt the M. jeſty 2 3 
S:cred anointing Oil, o' e: flow $7 


dee, World, upon the Hes Trce * 


B 


Cree Jean e pon T hee, Lord, 1850 
Sinners! come, the Saviour ſee, j 
Sinners REdevIner, N. we lily love, 184 
Sinall might it ſeem, it Ckriſt: :bove 184 
Luch who themſelves have known the Lan, 
15 
Teach ine yet more of thy bleft Ways, 186 
each us, O Lord! thy Croſo's My li ry ; 197 
Thanks that God's holy Chriſt hath b! ed 193 
Thanks to thy Mercy, deareſt Lamb, 195 
Ihe Bri :devroom i iS near, 195 
he Blob « of Chriſt by 1 Faith apply” d 108 
The f:rit | gotten Son of God 109 
he "tk ious s ood aud Righteouſneſs 202 
here, the C roſs, O that's my Gain! 20 
he faithful neee lraham, 219 
1 Bc. La nib 1 4 4% in! let US adore, 213 
„ he Sen of Ged, what was his Aim 21: 
"Phe Soul of Chrilt me ſanclity ; 2:6 
ey who know our Lord indeed, 217 
hey who little Children are, 21 
This tranſtent Wor id is not our Home, 2 
Thou Friend of Sinners! hear my Cry, 2 
i heu hel, ipod 0 Lamb of Gud, 2 21 
7 hou felus art our I. ing, 221 
nu Lamb once ſt in! whoſe Nanung Ev 
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Jou Soul's beſt Friend, Thou tender Heart? 


228 
Thou, who with Sinners ſmitten art, 23t 
Thou who ſo near us art, more near 232 


Thus to ker Hu-band ſpeaks the B. ide; 233 
Thy bleeding Wounds, dear Saviour, are 234 


Thy Eyes, thy Mouth, thy Side, 234 
To God the Holy Ghoſt we pray, 255 
To Jeſus all our Soul directed 15, 237 
To me 'tis a clear Caſe, 233 
To ſuch the King will give a Kifs of Love, 239 
To the Lamb ſtain'd with Blood, 240 
Two Points ought all to know, 243 


Unfethom'd Wiſdom of our King! 243 
We thank our God the Holy Ghoſt, 245 


What Encrgy and Pow'r divine 248 
What is it, wounded bleeding Love, 250 
What Joy or Honour could we have, 254 
What Pains poor Souls go thro' to trace 201 
What Pra iſe unto the Lord is due! 262 


What ſays a Soul that now Coth taſte 264 
Nihat Souls dear Hausbind, dolt thou love? 265 
What then, dear Jefas, hadſt thou done or 

ſuid, 257 
What to my XIaſter ſnal! ſay ? * 269 
Wen our dear Monarch from on high, 271 
Y/ hen the due Time had taken Place, 275 


When 


1 
When ſh:ll T gain my Wedding: dreſe, 


278 
Who views the Lamb with ſtedfaſt F.ce, 279 
Who could have thought, my loving Lord, 280 
Without the Camp, beyond Teras lem's Gate, 


; 281 
With deepeſt Reverence and Awe, 285 
With tender longing and Love's Smart, 287 


Ye Arms of Love, once pierc'd with Nails, 290 
Ye happy Cloud of Witneſſes 203 
Ve bleſtDomeſlics of the ſlaughter'd Lamb; 297 
Ye Learners of the Grace and Blood, 2409 
Ye who have kifown th” attoning Blood, 302 
Y ou who of endleſs Woe would gladly miſs 303 


Youth divine, with Staff in Hund! 306 
Out of Love, O Saviour dear, 509 
What feels that Soul, that ſees not thee 307 
Stream thro' the Bottom of my Soul 303 
O deareſt Saviour, might my Heart 309 
Now will we go and filent be, 319 
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A Catalogue of Books printed for and 
ſold by James HuTrToON, at the 
Bible and Sun, in Little- Wild- 


Street, near Lincoln's-Inn-Fields. 


J. CIxteen Diſcourſes on the Redemption 

of Man by the Death of Chriſt: 
Preached at Berlin in the Year 1738, by the 
Right Reverend, and molt Hluſtrious Count 
Zinzendorf, Biſhop of the ancient Moravian 
Church. Tranflited from the Hzi2b-Dutch : 
With a Dedication to the Archbiſhops, 
Biſhops, and Clergy of the Church of England; 


giving ſome Account of the Moragian Bre- 


thren. Price 15. 64a. 

X. B. All Books wrote by the Morawirn 
Brethren, which are or fhall be tranſlated, will 
be to be had at the above Place only. 


II. Moſt of the, Rev'd Mr. George White- 


felis Sermons, ai Journals, and his other 


Works. 
III. A Sermon ca Salvation by Faith, by 
John Weſley, A. MI. Fellow of Lincoln Col- 
lege, Orford, 
IV. 4A Collection of Forms of Prayer for 
every Day in the Weets. 


V. 


V. The Loctrine of Salvo! ien, i 2x Alte 
cod Works: extracted from the Hoi; of 
the Church of EVI 

VI. Reply to the Rev, Mr. Brown's Ic: 
ter : 2 gaintt the Methodiſts 

VII. The Country Parſon's Acvice to I» 
Pariſhioners ; in two Parts, tit, Containing 1 
lain and fcrious Exhortation to a Religi us 
Life. 2d. General Directions how to sive gas- 
cordingly. Price 15. Od. or 15 5. per Don! 
to thoie who give them away. 

VII. The Spiritu. al Combat, or the Chri— 
ſtian Pilgrim! in his ſpiritual Conflict and Con- 
queit, by J hu de Col. nth. 

IX. A Manual of Pra 'yers for the Uſe of 
the Scholars of H ine College , an d others. 

X. The true Chriſtian, or the Way to a 
holy Life, and happy Death, in 2 Parts 
collected chiefly from Biſhop Z. ,' Living 
and Dying, &c. with 2 Copper Plates. 

XI. A Kerio Exhortit on to Re epentunce. 
and Sorrow for Sth, and u {t ict an d mort:fed 
Life. Written about the XII & of the Ach. 
Century, by St. EY 7»; he: Crilan, Deacon 
of Edejja. Price 6 d a, fercll'd. 

XII. Private Prayers for every Dax in the 
Weck, and for the ſeveral Parts of each Das, 
Tranſlated from the Greck Devotions of i; 
Andrews, by George Sturhape, D. 1) late 
Dean of C nterbury. 

At the ſame Place may be had Bibles, Com. 
mon Prayer Books, and moſt Sorts of oth0 
Books, 
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